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A Quick Dab of Mum makes your 
“After-Bath Freshness’ last all day—all evening long! 


Mum every day—and after every bath— 





aa 


At the end of a wonderful evening he hates to say 

“good night’’—for Mum's sure care always keeps you fresh 
and sweet! Smart girls—popular girls 
counts more than perfect daintiness. And for daily 


underarm care, they rely on Mum. 


prevents underarm odor! 


say no charm 


1 emraeces osmY 


ow wonperFuL your bath can be! A quick 
H shower in the morning braces you for a long, 
hard day. A warm bath when you are tired makes 
you feel refreshed. And any bath, at any time, leaves 
you fragrant and sweet... nice to be near for a while! 
But no bath—however fresh it leaves you—can 
guarantee you /asting charm! For a bath removes 
only past perspiration. It does not... cannot... 
prevent risk of future odor. Unless you give under- 


arms special daily care, you can offend and never 


dependable ..so gentle... so sure to 


guard charm! 
MUM IS QUICK! Your bath may take 


15 minutes . . . it takes only half-a-minute more 


for Mum! Just a pat under this arm, then under that 
with this pleasant cream... and you're through 
sure that you're safe from odor all day or all 


evening—welcome anywhere. 
MUM IS SAFE! You need never have a worry about 


even vour finest dress .. . if you always use Mum! 


MUM IS SURE! Without attempting to stop under- 
arm perspiration, Mum works in advance to 
neutralize the odor. With Mum you can be sure 
your after-bath freshness lasts all evening long. 
Women everywhere use Mum... more of them use 
this pleasant cream than any other deodorant. (And 
men like to use Mum, too). Get Mum at your 


druggist’s today. Why risk offending—even once? 


know it. Wise girls face this fact... and Bs Mum has the American Institute of 

make a daily habit of Mum! d MUM ‘ts Laundering Seal as being harmless to Make a daily habit of Mum. Then you're sare you 
Mum after your bath and before ZN fabrics—no matter how delicate they — guard your charm! 

every date prevents underarm odor. With a _. 7 are. Even after you're dressed gentle * ‘ © 





minimum of trouble... it makes you 
sure of popularity all day or all evening 
long. More women use Mum than any 


for Mum is so 
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other deodorant . . 


Wl) \ 


Mum is safe to use! Mum is actually so 


extra-gentle that you can use it even 


after underarm shaving, and it won't 


irritate your skin. 


FOR SANITARY NAPKINS; More women use Mum for 
sanitary napkins than any other deodorant. Mum is gentle... 


Safe... frees you from worry of offending. 


MUM TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 





CHATELAINE, JULY, 1940 


Send for this lovely book —“Flower Arranging — 


A Fascinating Hobby” | 


Here’s an unusual book you will want to have. Forty- will inspire you to bring this new beauty to your home 
eight beautiful illustrations of flower arrangements ... to become yourself a devotee of flower arranging. [ 
from direct-colour photography,—in seasonal order. No This book offers you the last word on the latest and 
book on the subject, to our knowledge, offers such an most fascinating home hobby. Read below how you can 4 
array of flower arrangement colour photographs. It con- obtain a copy. 


tains practical suggestions for flower lovers...ideas that 













Autumn and Summer 
meet in this group. The last 
Delphinium and the first 
Colchicum were used to- 
gether for the main line. 
Centaurea Americana, 
White Cobaea, Ageratum, 
pink Petunia and fruit of a 
Cornus are the other ma- 
terials combined. The Pe- 
tunias curve naturally as 


e Actual color 
reproduction of 
a page from the 
book “Flower 
Arranging.” 
Size 734" x73," 









ne 


they are used. 








———7 How to vel 


this beautiful book | 


-“Flower Arranging”? by Laura Lee 
Burroughs contains 48 exquisite colour 
reproductions of flower arrangements 


and many practical suggestions on this 
rapidly growing and fascinating art. 


Send your name and address, clearly 
ee : ress, clearly 
When serving ‘‘Coca-Cola,”’ be sure that the bottles ; : 3 


7 ° ‘ printed enclosing » ‘e ; ‘Ol 
have been pre-cooled ...and bring them in chilled and un- I ; ng ten cents (coin or 


opened. Remove the crown caps only when ready to serve. The Six-Bottle C stamps) to cover cost of handling and 
: . . oe 35 ‘ 1e Six-Bottle Carton ath _ ; : , ; 
This retains the life and sparkle in ice-cold ‘*Coca-Cola.” , mailing, to The Coca-Cola Company of 


Many people prefer to drink right from the bottle. aie meiisieten A debian teat iia cia Canada, Limited, Toronto, Ont., I Jept. D. 
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the bravest, kindest, most resolute 
people you know. You will actually see 
the Divine Scheme at work. 

There may be bombs ravaging Eng- 
land. Flames in which homes do not 
burn—but melt. Prepare yourself now 
not to submit to mass hysteria on the 
laying waste of the land, and the destruc- 
tion of art, architecture, industrial 
wealth and :amily homes. Civilization 
cannot end. Not so long as humanity, 
enlightenment and justice live on in 
survivors’ hearts. Comfort is a draw- 
back, and not an essential to the virility 
of man. Neither can the land from which 
wealth comes be destroyed. It can only 
be devastated. Men-—meaning women 
too—grow rich In spirit and strong in 
body, building their wealth again. Men 
get their strength and their delight in 
building—not in enjoying. So fear the 
future not at all. 

If the new generation have to build 
a new world, what then? It may be 
impoverishment in the material sense of 
the word, but it will be a spiritual adven- 
ture in the greatness of living. I have 
never wished to give my own children 
a ready-made world and deprive them of 
the best life ever offers—the growth 
that comes of solving their own prob- 
lems. If this 1s the future of the children 
of our whole race, they could not ask 
for better. 

I have enjoyed and « xpel ienced all the 
comforts—and drawbacks—of this scien- 
tific age, and cannot share the fear of 
people who think the impoverishment of 
the war will remove them from reach 
for another hundred years. Apart from 
medical science, which is advanced by 
the experience of war, and not set back, 
I can take them or leave them. It is a 
childish state of mind, to be afraid to 
lose posse ssions, or to face a “‘lowered 
standard of living.” 

Arm yourself against mental suffer- 
ing at the horrors you will see, by a 
serene and courageous attitude of mind. 


Don’t regard the killed as lost men, nor 
the crippled as defeated men, nor the 
bankrupt as afflicted men. These are the 
fears of puny hearts incapable of looking 
up at tne starlit heavens and reading the 
signature of God. 

You will face destruction of this tem- 
porary body, and that is the least of 
your troubles. Because death is nothing. 
Not even the loss of the pleasure of 
living. You will walk through a gate and 
you will go on. I don’t even pray you 
should be spared this, because I would 
not feel that I had lost you. A tempor- 
ary separation, that is all. 

But I do pray you will acquire that 
steady relaxed courage which rests on 
absolute faith in your immortality, and 
your continual awareness of the reality 
of the Presence of God, 

Don’t screw up your courage. Nerve- 
strain, suffering, breakdown lie that 
way. Relax. Give up mentally, before 
you start, everything you possess but 
the integrity of your soul. Look on the 
things you must see, not with material 
myopia, but with the vision that sees 
beyond them. Hold onto this deep vis- 
ion when you-read the newspapers, 
otherwise you will lose your sense of 
proportion. France has been ravaged 
before. So has Belgium. The soul of the 
people has survived. If.England should 
be ravaged, perhaps it’s her turn to be 
tempered in fire. But you may be sure 
the soul of her people will also survive, 
and her children build her again. 

Don’t be afraid of fear. I repeat it 
because it Is the most important thing 
| have to say. Remember it is man’s 
deepest instinct and the spur to brave 
men. Relax and pray. Reach out for 
the source of all life, all courage, all 
good and a Hand will be placed in yours 
to lead you through the dark. I don’t 
say this to give you any false comfort 
It is true. Manufactured courage will 
fail you in an ordeal in which only the 
spiritually strong can stand, Real cour- 
age comes through prayer. I know. 
have proved it—and I know. 

And now dear boy, to whatever des- 
tiny your duty leads you—-go with God. 
Your mother. 










“It’s nice to have a cup of tea 
in your own kitchen” 


“I just got back today from visitin’ for a spell with Jim and Emma. 


“Emma (she’s Jim’s wife) is a right nice girl. Pretty as a picture. 
And sweet and pleasant-like. 


“She just put herself out to make my visit real enjoyable, bless her! 
But . . . well, it’s nice to be back home again. 


“It’s nice to have a cup of tea in your own kitchen . . . just 
the way you want to make it . . . without a by-your-leave from 
anybody. 

“It’s like Ed always used to say. There’s nothing like being 
independent and not beholden to anyone. ‘Specially when you’re 


> 


gettin’ old ... 


Prudential agents have helped millions of men plan security like 
have brought the benefits of life 
insurance into millions of 


this for their loved ones . 





homes. 
Q: What is ‘‘extended insurance’’? 
A: It is a benefit, included in Prudential 
policies, which operates when a policy- 
holder finds it necessary to stop paying 
premiums. 


One of them wants to 
help you plan your life 
insurance program wisely 
and intelligently . . . 
wants to help you give 
your family the security 
and safety of Prudential 


Under this benefit, any available value 
in the policy is used automatically to con- 
tinue or extend the life insurance pro- 
tection—but for a limited time only. 


If the person insured dies while the protection. 


policy is running under extended insur- 
ance, The Prudential will pay his bene- 
ficiary the amount called for by the policy. 


The Prudential 


INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


HOME OFFICE: NEWARK, N. J. 





BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADI-+ 











The papers were signed . . . the decree granted 
. . . it was the end of the chapter for Jim 
and Marion. And so her wedding ring, in 
accordance with the Reno tradition, went 
spinning into the bleak little river below, as 
if to wipe out forever the whole sorry business 
of Jim’s charges and her counter-charges. 
Incompatibility ...whataharmless-sounding 
word to separate two people. As she watched 
the ring disappear, some of Jim’s accusa- 
tions kept creeping back into her troubled 
mind: . .’. that the said Marion was quick- 
tempered and unreasonable . . . that the said 
Marion did willfully, and intentionally, 
humiliate the plaintiff before friends and 
business associates . . . that on numerous 
occasions the defendant Marion’s breath 
was objectionable and offensive to a high 
degree. Her breath! Why, she hadn't even 
thought about that when they were married. 
It didn’t seem possible that such a common- 
place could be so important a factor. Yet, 
come to think of it, the breath* was one of the 
really intimate things of life. 

Take Care, Mr. and Mrs. \f you 
ever came face to face with a real case of 
halitosis* (bad breath), you can readily 
understand why it would be almost im- 
possible to “live with.”” Even the law has 
been pétitionéd to recognize this condi- 
tion in a bill for divorce filed in Cook 
County, Illinois. 


If you’re happily married and want to 





MADE IN CANADA 





protect your happiness, don’t neglect your 
breath. Keep it fresher, sweeter, and purer 
with Listerine Antiseptic, notable for its 
antiseptic and deodorizing effect. 


Anyone May Offend. Some cases of 
halitosis are due to systemic conditions. 
But usually and fortunately, it is due, say 
a number of authorities, to the fermen- 
tation of tiny food particles in the mouth. 
Excessive smoking is also a contributing 
factor. 

Before Meeting Others. \Why not 
take the delightful precaution that so 
many fastidious people rely on? Why not 
get in the habit of using Listerine morn- 
ing and night and between times before 
business and social engagements? This 
wonderful antiseptic and deodorant first 
freshens and invigorates the entire mouth, 
quickly halts fermentation, then over- 
comes the odors fermentation causes. 
Almost immediately the breath becomes 
sweeter, purer, less likely to offend. 


This pleasant precaution takes only a 
minute or two, and you are more than 
repaid by the sense of security and well 
being it gives you when you are out to 
appear at your best. Put Listerine on 
your shopping list right now. Lambert 
Pharmacal Co. (Canada) Lrd., Toronto. 


on't let halitosis end the chapter 
for you... try LISTERINE 
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A Lette ta My San 


(Editor’s Note: This is a real letter, 
sent to ber son in the B.E.F. by an Englisb- 
woman living on this continent.) 

My Dearest Boy, 

I don’t know where you are, but 
wherever it is, my heart is with you day 
and night, 

You had a difficult life very young, but 
now I am glad of it. You do not come at 
your tender age on a man’s job without 
some preparation for it. All the same, 
I saw boys in the last war come into full 
manhood overnight. 

I was in Austria and in Poland before 
all this started, so I’ve seen reality. | 
know that kidding you that things won't 
be too bad won’t help you in any way. 
You must be prepared for the worst that 
can happen. That is the only way I 
know for facing ordeal and finding it not 
too bad. 

For you are going to see the unbeliev- 
able, and you are going to endure the 
unbearable. You are going to be called 
on to do tasks beyond your experience 
and your strength, and I think you are 
going to do the impossible, because put 
to the test you are that kind of boy—or 
now I should say—man. 

I don’t know if you are still in train- 
ing, or if they have sent you over. If not, 
prepare yourself spiritually before you 
go. Yours is a job which is a very great 
one. You will risk your life, the whole- 
ness of your body, and perhaps go 
through a searing experience of pain. 
Courage in this will help more than your- 
self, it will help other men. Never a war 
in all history demanded so much cour- 
age, pitting the perishable body against 
formidable 
More indestructible than steel, 


engines of indestructible 
steel. 
however, is the immortal soul of man. 

Your immortality is your strength. 
Do not brace yourself into a state of 
trying to build an artificial 
courage. This way your nerves will snap. 


tension 


Man cannot stand alone and should not 
try. Connect yourself now with the 
source of your being and rest secure on 
the only solid foundation now left in this 
world. Pray at any time, about any- 
thing. Think continually ‘God is with 
A Presence will come that will 
never leave you, because every living 


” 
me, 


creature has only to open himself to 


take God within. Keep in conscious 
contact with this Presence. Pushed to 
the last limit of endurance, It is man’s 
lifebelt in a sea of persecution, madness, 
chaos and pain. 


YOU ARE human and very young, so 
there will be many times when you will 
experience the cold sinking of fear. Do 
not imagine you are a coward because 
of this. Fear is a healthy instinct which 
has contributed to man’s survival. It 
keeps men prepared and on their guard. 
Since time began, the bravest men are 
those who have done things they were 
afraid to do, 
reluctance to do the bitter duty reso- 
lutely done, the greater the bravery, the 
unselfishness, the discipline of self. 

Lack of physical fear exists with lack 
of imagination. Such men have won 
V.C.’s Not that this is a bad thing. No 
one can know the conflict in a man’s 
heart, nor whether his deeds cost much 
or little. The ideal of sacrifice and devo- 
tion is the thing which Is honored, rather 
than the man. 

So don’t be afraid of feeling fear, nor 
hate yourself. You will not be alone in 
this. You have only to pray for courage 
and you will get it. 
ence that is a prayer that is always 


The greater the secret 


I know by experi- 


answered. 

Don’t be deluded that prayer is a 
magic. It works. But not in our way 
but in God’s way. Does the teacher in- 
dulge the child who asks for his arithme- 
tic lesson to be eliminated because it Is 
too difficult? No. The child needs it to 
cope with the problems of an adult life. 
But if the child asks the teacher to help 
him grasp it, the help is at once forth- 
coming. 

For dark months, man’s brutality to 
man made me wonder if there were a 
God, and if He cared. But when I saw 
men stripped of possessions, crippled 
and humiliated, burning brilliantly with 
an inner flame that had but smoldered 
before, | saw very clearly that there is a 
Divine Scheme and trial is an tnescap- 
able part of it. The blade of a sword is 
tempered in flame, unaware that the 
tempering makes it keen and strong. 
Man should be very well aware of why 
he is tempered. Look into the lives of 








Agnes sat on the farthest nest studying her part in the play. 


BEAUTY 


By MARY BRINKER POST 


G-GIE! AG-GIE! Where is that child of sin and sorrow? Aggie!” The woman 
slammed the kitchen door furiously, stamped out toward the hen house, 
muttering to herself in the odd way she had, that made the children in the 

town look at her curiously and laugh or whisper fearfully. “ Aggie’s mother is 
queer. She goes along arguing with herself. She makes queer dresses for Aggie, too.” 

Aggie’s mother stooped, a tall, gaunt woman whose bony frame hung like a 
scarecrow’s under the faded wash dress, She picked up a stone, shied it expertly at 
a pack rat, eating grain in a corner of the hen yard. The rat disappeared into the 
pile of junk, broken bottles, cans, old machine parts, by the fence. The woman 
paused at the junk pile, her eye caught by a chipped enamel pot. She bent to finger 
it, murmuring busily to herself, “‘ Now this here pot could be used. A little chipped 
is all. Who threw it away?” 

Inside the hen house it was warm and dusky. There was a sweet dry smell of 
clean straw and feathers, and the rich aroma of hens and their droppings. Agnes 
sat on the farthest nest, her long, slender, tanned legs tucked up, her heels dug into 
a rung of the little hen ladder. She held the script of a play, typewritten in purple 
ink, and so thin the pages rustled like silk in her strong narrow hands tanned as 
brown as her legs. 

She had come here to be alone and quiet, to go over her part in the senior play, 
but now the play script lay in her lap, she leaned her chin in her hand and gazed 
dreamily out of the dusty little window at the pansy purple sky. 

The hen house was her hidden place—a deep, sweet sense of peace and warmth 


‘ 
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Aled of Money — 


DOESN'T MAKE YOU RICH 


A sure way to fatten your pocketbook 
is to wad money up in bunches. But 
folded bills buy just as much... and 
are lots less bulky! 

Elementary ? Certainly! And for just 
that same reason Kotex sanitary nap- 
kins are less buiky than pads made with 
loose, wadded fillers! 

Kotex is made in soft folds...with more 
absorbent material where needed... less 
in the non-effective portions of the pad. 
Naturally this makes Kotex Jess bulky... 
less apt to chafe. 





IT’S THRIFTY 
to get this 30-Napkin box. 
More convenient, too! 










Snap your fingers at worry! Kotex has two special features Kotex* comes in three sizes, too! Unlike most napkins, Kotex 
that let you relax!!! comes in three different sizes— Super — Regular—Junior. (So you 

First —a new, improved type of moisture-resistant material is may vary the size pad to suit different days’ needs.) 
now placed between the soft folds of every Kotex pad... Try all 3 sizes of Kotex and learn what real comfort means! 

Second — Kotex has flat, tapered ends that fit the figure...never All 3 have soft, folded centers... flat, tapered ends, ,, and moisture- Feel its new softness... 
make tell-tale outlines ...never reveal your secret... the way resistant “safety panels”, Prove its new safety... 
napkins with thick, bunchy ends so often do] And all 3 sizes sell for the same low price! 


Compare its new flatter ends 


ZZ. Y Ss , ° Ee 


@Trade Mark Reg 
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looked at her mother. The 
“You don’t 
need to do the dishes tonight. You can 
sat and take a bath. I—I:heated a tub- 
ful of water for you.” 

““Aren’t you coming, Ma? Aren’t you 


turned, 
‘- 
woman s face was strange. 


coming to see me act?” Agnes, bathed, 
dressed tn a dark blue serge skirt that 
bulged at the side where the hooks had 
been haphazardly sewed, a faded clean 
blouse, and an old plaid coat over it all, 
stood at the door looking shyly at het 
mother. Her heart had suddenly begun 
to burn within her, her breath felt all 
choked and light, her limbs weak as 
water. The night, the hour, had come, 
and all at once she was lonely and afraid. 
The big woman sitting at the kitchen 
table, her hands clenched before her on 
the worn oilcloth, did not raise her head. 
Her face was dark, moody, lost in some 
old and bitter memory. What did her 
mother think; would she ever know? 

“I don’t know, Aggie. Run along or 
you'll be late.” 

“But, Ma. If you don’t come—” The 
girl’s voice broke, tears stung her eye- 
lids. 

Her mother jerked her head im- 
patiently. “I don’t know if I'll get there 
or not.” 

Aggie sighed, shut the door, and sud- 
denly she was running up the dusty road. 
She knew she shouldn’t—it would take 
her breath away, make her hoarse, but 
she couldn’t help it; the fire in her breast 
urged her on. Her feet flew over the 
road, her long slim legs moved with the 
ease and grace of Atalanta. When she 
reached the sidewalks and houses of the 
town, she slowed down, her heart pound- 
ing in her side, a pulse beating in her 
throat and her breath coming raw and 
dry. 

“Oh, dear lord,” she prayed, “let me 

do it good tonight. Let me remember my 
lines. Let the dress come.” 
THE REST of the cast was wildly 
excited, full of giggles, whisperings, the 
girls running about in greasepaint and 
costumes backstage, showing off, self- 
conscious and proud, peeking out the 
little peephole in the big curtain at the 
audience, ‘My mother and dad have 
come. I see them!” “Oh, there’s Aunt 
Jane and grandma right in front!” 

But Aggie sat woodenly and let Mr. 
Atwill put on her make-up. All the fire 
and excitement were burned out; only 
the weakness, the feeling of being made 
of water, remained. Her hands were 
cold as ice and her face burning up. 
Even when Mr. Atwill told her happily 
that the dress had come, was just what 
he ordered, soft rose-colored tulle with 
a wide satin sash of rich dark blue, a 
wonderful full skirt, drop shoulders, tiny 
frivolous puff sleeves—even then she 
could only smile weakly. 

Mr, Atwill applied the make-up skil- 
fully, squinting critically at her face. *‘ How do you feel, 
Aggie? All set?” 

“TI feel like | was dead,” she croaked, sepulchral, wan. 

“You'll be okay the minute you come out onto the 


” 


stage. All great actresses get stage fright. 
She tried to smile, but she was too exhausted. She 
could only nod, C lose her eyes. 
The school orchestra was playing the 


a bit off-key, but noisy enough to 


‘Poet and 
Peasant Overture,” 
please the parents out front, 

“Curtain going up in three minutes!” cried Joe 
Hansen, stage manager, rushing by importantly. 

The girls squealed, rushed to the mirrors, patted their 
hair. 

“All right, Bill 
the wings; you come on when he says, ‘What’s that 
racket at the door? Who’s there?’- 


Aggie got to her feet, swayed, clutched Mr. Atwill’s 


you’re on, and you, Agnes, get into 


that’s your cue.” 





She looked at him in speechless wonder. “Oh, gee, Aggie, you were 
swell! You look wonderful in that dress. Say—can I take you home?” 


arm. He put his arm around her shoulders, pressed het 
hand. ‘Good girl, you'll be all right.” 
While she was still wondering if her legs would hold 
he r up, or her voice come bac k, he had push d he I into 
the wings. A prop boy pounded on the door. She 
heard Bill’s uncertain, voice, ““What’s that 
racket at the door? Who’s there?” 


was all right, sure, easy, natural; a surge of po 


boyish 
and suddenly sh 


ver went 


through her. She came laughing out onto the stage in 


her old brown ragpicker’s costume, her hair loose and 


] , I I 


dishevelled: “Only Rose, the ragpicke! daughter, 
And how’s my young master today 

FROM THEN on she was no longer Aggie Ferguson, 
but Rose O’Brien, and the evening flowed by ina dream, 
too fast, too fast to savor its glory and richness. Before 
she knew it the play was over, and she is Standing In 
Bill’s fumbling embrace, with the applause raining down 


on her, and people crowding around to shake her hand, 
saying, “Gee, Aggie, you were swell. I didn’t know you 
were that good,” 


Mr. Atw 


the shoulders, looked deeply at her. 


ll, smiling proudly, came up and took her by 
“My dear, my 
a real actress. And a 


dear,” he murmured, “‘ vou are 


' ” 
peauty. 


She stood before him in the rose-colored dress, her 
hands caressing the soft tulle, lifted her grey eyes. “A 
veauty—did you say [I was a beauty, Mr. Atwill?” 

He nodded gravely. ‘‘In that dress you are perfectly 


cs 
veautiful, 

She smiled shyly, smoothed the full skirt. “It’s a 
lerful dress. I—I hate to take it off.” 


‘*But you don’t have to take it off, Aggie. | want you 


to keep it as a souvenir of t night, of your first triumph.” 
“Oh, no, Mr. Atwill. I couldn’t. It’s not mine.” 
“My dear Aggie, | bought « Continued on page 25 
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flowed over her whenever she « pen d the little door and 
crept inside. The hens knew her, came in and out about 
their business of laying eggs, undisturbed by this great, 
quiet girl perched like some strange bird on their nest. 

She liked to gather their eggs. It was a lovely thing 
to put your hand into the little hollow place in the dry 
yellow straw of the nests and find the eggs, still warm 
from the hens, brown and smooth and perfect to the 
touch. It vas good to see them, too, so fine and beauti- 
ful, with the tiny dark specklings; but it was best to 
feel them, to hold them in your palm, one by one, your 
fingers learning their beauty and perfection and mys- 
tery, and then to lay them against your flushed cheek. 
It was wonderful to think that in the rounded perfection 
of an egg, life itself, the passionate mystery, lay hidden 
andsecret. There it lay within the beautiful brown shell, 
but when you broke the shell to find it, it was gone. 

The hens were nice, too, friendly, comfortable people, 
never too busy to pass the time of day with you, or to 
fix you with a bright, red, interested eye. It was nice to 
pick one up and hold her in your arms, warm and heavy 
against your breast, feeling the quick deep beat of the 
heart, smelling that dry, pleasant scent of feathers and 
sun and warm dust. It was a terrible thing when your 
mother killed one to sell, or for Sunday dinner. She 
advanced upon the hen yard, axe in hand, like an aveng- 
ing fury, coldly picking out the finest, the plumpest, like 
as not the one you had held that very day and confided 
your heart’s secrets to, your deep, secret love. 

“Oh, Biddie, he is so beautiful. He is tall, with broad 
shoulders, and he has the nicest hands, strong, but fine. 
He plays the violin and you can see it in his hands. He 
lives on a farm too, but not like this one. A real farm, 
neat and pleasant-looking, with a big white house that 
has green shutters and ruffled curtains, and a wonderful 
red barn and rows of whitewashed hen houses. And 
horses, beautiful, strong Percherons, the kind you see in 
pictures, like in ‘The Horse Fair,’ by Rosa Bonheur. 
And the farmyard is raked and clean; no junk, no 
broken wagons. And his eyes are a quick bright brown, 
always laughing. Not a horrid laugh that makes you 
ashamed of your funny clothes, but a kind, happy laugh, 
as if he liked you and didn’t care if you have a queer 
mother.” 

She thought about him now, Richard Mann. His 
father was of Danish descent and his mother a quick, 
witty, black-haired Irishwoman, who knew how to turn 
unpleasant or difficult things into a joke. So unlike her 
own mother, who always got tense and hard, with a 
heavy, settled look of despair and rage and bitterness 
when things were bad. Her mother, who, when she had 
been disobeyed or fooled—or deserted—went for days 
without speaking. When her husband left her, she went 
for five weeks without a single word passing her lips. 
Maybe that was why she talked to herself now; maybe 
that long bitter silence had done something to her, made 
her queer. 

Always her thoughts came back to her strange mother. 
Never, never could she shake her off, even by plunging, 
deep as a diver in scented coral seas, into dreamy 
thoughts of Richard Mann, whom she loved and who 
hardly knew she existed, except that once he’d said he 
liked the way she handled a horse. Why did everything 
about her own family, her house, even her clothes, have 
to be so queer and unnatural? ‘There was her older 
sister, Beth, who had been a beauty. “She looked some 
like you, only she was a beauty,” her mother said in her 
flat, disparaging voice that always took the wind out of 
your sails. “That was her undoing. Her beauty was her 
curse. She ran away with adrummer. Thank heaven, 
you'll never be beautiful. Never, never, do you hear!” 
she had screamed, turning on Agnes with a wild look, 
as if she’d tear the very thought of beauty, or the desire 
for it, out by the roots. No, I'll never be beautiful. 
Never, never. She wouldn’t let me. If I were beautiful, 
oh, if I were a great beauty, then Richard Mann would 
look at me and fall deep; deep in love with me and marry 
me and take me away forever from this broken-down 
farm and from my queer mother and from the hen house. 
I’d miss the hen house. 

But never fear, mother, with this dark skin of mine 
and my coarse black hair, so straight, not even a tiny 
curl in it, and my long legs and big feet always getting 
in the way—lI’ll never be beautiful. Except in dreams. 
In dreams, like now, she was a great beauty—her hair 
golden and fine with a soft, tender wave, her skin white 
as milk; she was tiny and soft, so little that a great 
strong boy like Richard Mann could pick her up in his 
arms. 

“*Ag-gie! Aggie.” The hen house door opened roughly 


iI ighte ning the hens already settled on their perches for 
the night, talking dreamily together over the day’s 
happenings, ruffling their feathers, singing softly to- 
gether. Now they flapped about on the perches, 
squawking sharply. Aggie’s mother was always fright- 
ening things, so rough and sharp and violent. “What 
in tarnation are you doing in there, you great monster 
of a girl?” 

Agnes leaped swiftly down from her nest, waving 
the play script. “Just studying my part in the play, 
Ma. It’s quiet here and I can concentrate.” 

“VIL concentrate on you, if you don’t hist yourself 
into the house and get at them dishes. You didn’t get 
the lunch dishes done yet and there’s tonight’s too. 
Now, hustle, it’s nearly bedtime. What a crazy thing 
you be—a-settin’ off up here with the hens!’ Suddenly 
her mother began to cackle with Iaughter. “I declare | 
dunno why them teachers picked you fer the play. 
Unless they want sumpin’ to laff at! Hah, hah!” 

Agnes darted out from under her mother’s arm, ran 
through the cluttered, dusk-filled yard to the unpainted, 
sagging house and into the kitchen where a pile of dirty 
dishes was stacked on the table. She pinned her script 
with a thumbtack to the wall above the table, and as she 


We're sure you ve never read 
a story just like this one — 
telling of the harsh struggle 
of an Sambittered mother 


against the unrealized beauty 


of a ifted daughter 
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Aggie’s mother was m ‘ 


always frightening 

things—she was so 

rough, sharp and 
violent. 
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washed the heavy chipped ehina she declaimed, “‘ But 
| am Rose O’Brien, lads! Don’t you know me? In my 
rags ye knew me, ye laughed at me then. But now that I 
am a fine lady, ye are afraid.” 


THE NEXT day was the dress rehearsal and all went 
badly as a dress rehearsal should. Agnes Ferguson 
looked at one of the first violins in the orchestra, and 
finding his eyes fixed on her thoughtfully, forgot her 
lines. The leading man fumbled the final embrace 
dear to the hearts of high school audiences. 

Miss O'Day, the 
coaching the cast on diction, stamped off in a rage over 
their inability to sound their final “g’s.” Mr. Atwill, 
the dramatic coach, tore his hair at their clumsy exits. 
And to crown it all, the dress for Aggie in the last act, 
the dress that was to turn Rose O’Brien from a rag- 
picker’s daughter into the long-lost heiress of the manor, 
hadn’t arrived yet from the department store in Toronto. 
Since Mr, Atwill had dug into his own pocket to buy 
the dress, there being nothing he would sneeze at in the 
school wardrobe, and no one in Brownsvale he would 
trust tomakeit, he was quivering with anger and anxiety. 

“TIl have to wire them tonight to send it on the 1.15 
bus tomorrow for sure. Oh, lord, why did I want to put 
on a play like this? Why didn’t I stick to‘ Polly With a 
Past’ or “The Lass of Limerick Town,’ like every drama- 
tic coach Brownsvale High has had in the last decade?” 

“Oh, Mr. Atwill, do you s’pose my dress won’t 
Aggie, to whom he had 


English teacher, who had been 


come?” cried the stricken 
described the costume In terms that fired her imagina- 
tion. “What will I wear if it don’t?” 

“If it doesn’t, you mean. How should I know? 
Haven’t you got an old formal you could drag out?” 

“No. All I’ve got is wash dresses and skirts made 
over from Ma’s. You know what my clothes are like, 
Mr. Atwill, Look at this one. I’ve never had a pretty 
dress in my life.” 

Mr. Atwill looked at her, suddenly calmed by her 
quiet despair. He saw her long slender legs that the 
skimpy gingham dress left bare at the knees. He saw 
the line ef bosom and waist made bulky and awkward 
by the tight, ill-fitting bodice, the long slim arms 
cramped in the queer sleeves. He wondered what made 
him choose this ugly duckling for the part? It was het 
voice, of course, that low, ric h, passionate voice with so 
much more feeling and timbre and poetry than any of 
the fluffy, giggling, well-dressed senior girls had. And 
her big, quiet, grey eyes with that Irish 
She doesn’t know about her 


her eyes 
smudge of black lashes. 
eyes or her voice. She doesn’t guess that under that 
awful dress there is probably the figure of a young 
Diana. When she finds out, what will she do? What 
will happen to her? 

“It'll come, Agnes, don’t worry a bit. I’m sure it will 
come,” he said, smiling reassuringly at her until she 
smiled too, a slow, shy flowering of joy on her dark little 
face. And all at once he was sure it would come. It had 
to. It was more than a play costume, it was a symbol. 
It meant something deep and rich and wonderful to 


this gawky, beauty-starved girl. 


BUT IT wasn’t on the 1.15 bus, and his heart sank, 
Aggie’s, too, when he saw her in the hall sixth period 
and hold her, ** But it may be on the 6.30 one. I'll meet 
If it isn’t, Mary Lou Jones says you can 
It isn’t what I 


doesn’t 


it anyway. 
wear her last year’s organdie formal. 
wanted for you, but it will do if the other 
come.” 

Aggie saw herself in Mary Lou’s organdie—yellow, 
that would make her skin look darker and wilder than 
ever, 

“*Now listen, Agnes,” said Mr. Atwill, “you go down 
now to Mae’s Beauty Parlor, tell her who you are and 
that I sent you. She'll wash your hair and fix it the way 
I want it to be for tonight. It’s all paid for. She’s to 
| want 


you an end curl—a long soft page boy. 


curl under a little and to hang to your shoulders. She 
knows what to do,” 

“Look, Ma, look what they did to my hair! 
Don’t you like it?” 


cold, rough hand, com p« lled her to look, 


Isn’t it 
swell? She caught her mother’s 
The rawboned, 
impatient woman looked at her coldly, frowned, mut- 
tered something, turned away. Aggie’s excited smile 
died; the light went out in her eves. Why did her mother 
always take the glow, the bloom off everything nice 
that happened? “Don’t you like it?” she repeated dully. 

“Oh, it’s all right, I guess. 
and feed the chickens and III fix you some supper.” 
The girl started out the kitchen door. “Aggie,” she 


You go gather the eggs 
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“I'm simply _ the 
wife,” thought 
Norah, “and I'll stay 
home. I can't take 
the punishment.” 


Stop me if 
she hesi- 


at a house party. 

I’m wrong. In fact” 
tated, knowing how thin the 
had 


edges of conversation 
become; soon they would both 
plunge into the dreadful hole of 


black words. 


“In fact—what? I’m in 
something of a hurry. I’ve 
some things to collect. | 


promised to pick up 
Because he had almost spoken 
Anna’s name, he grew cool with 
arrogance. 

“In fact,” Norah 
evenly, “I was comparatively 


stated 


popular, if you'll forgive the 
personal reference. It was you 
who asked me what I found in 
all the futile rac ket, to be so 
gay about. Amusing, isn’t it?”’ 
(Now she bad done it!) 
Andy had not been listening. 
He walked to the clothes 
closet, pulled open the doo 
and, after kicking about with 
his feet, asked where the devil 
had she concealed his bag this 
time? And if she persisted in 
unintelligent nagging, she alone 
would be responsible for his 


staying away for longer and 


longer periods. ‘The whole thing is absolutely up to 
you, my dear! You’re no more the gay, larky girl | 
married, than nothing at all. Marriage makes some 
women SO possessive.” 

(Give Andy a mouthful of mottoes, and he tagged 
every situation with them.) 

““Where is the confounded bag?” 

Norah found it on the shoe shelf. It contained several 
items left over from another recent week-end. When 
Andy had returned from that party, now ten days ago, 
he had been agreeable and affectionate. “I’m com- 
he had confessed, looking his most 
lovable and engaging. He had sat on the arm of her 
chair and with humorous gestures sketched in the 
people, the place and the entertainment. “I wish you 
could have heard their line of gab, Norah. You simply 
wouldn’t credit your ears. Grouse and grump, with 
every breath, about the government, taxes, servants. 
Not one of them ever turns a hand to an honest lick of 
work. When I think, dear, how you and I have surged 
delicate burlesquing of indomit- 
barrels of fun we’ve had 


” 


pletely fed up, 


upward and onward” 
able bravery—‘‘and what 
doing it, and how it has brought us closer together 

all that gassing makes me gag.” 

Norah had smiled at him. It was wonderful to turn 
selfish behavior inside out—and show a silver lining. 
She had replied nothing, however, comprehending how 
he had need to feast his vanity, and was now replete. 

Yet, deliberately careless afterward, she had neglected 
the contents of his bag. Only a few necessities had been 


taken out. 


“For heaven’s sake,” he protested, “here are two of 


where does humor end and self-respect begin 


Illustrated by W. hi Heffron 
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Norah, ‘‘are none of 
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my dress shirts, all in a mess, and ties—look at them!” 
He dangled one at her. His face flushed. ‘“‘It’s come to a 
pretty pass’’—Andy grew trite in phrase when irritated 

“if you can’t even take an interest in my clothes. 
This bag has evidently been left like this for ten 
days! You’ve never looked at it. What shall | do? I’m 
in a hurry.” 

“Your clothes, and your week-ends, and your Anna,” 
stated Norah, each word glazed with quiet, “‘are none 
of my affair, as you have so frequently pointed out.” 
She left him. In his eyes she glimpsed an expression 
which only the very young can give, when they believe 
themselves to be unjustly dealt with. 

She had not seen him again. She heard his feet tramp 
the gravel; the garage door banged up on pulleys; the 
car rushed out in reverse. ‘The end of him for three 
days,” she said aloud. 

But she was wrong; she was to see him soon. 

Now, outdoors, kneeling on the ground, she thrust 
her hands into the matted snarl of summer discard 
among the delphiniums. If by ferocious attack she 
finished the garden, what mutual pleasure would be left 
for the short time remaining, before Andy must return 
to town and business? 

She did not comprehend the poverty of this question 
until the hummingbird returned, seeking, with hurried 
enterprise, pale blossoms which were a travesty of those 
first deep blooms of last July. “Not much there, poor 
little thing,” she thought. “And I can see now, that 
I’ve been depending on clearing out the garden. It’s 
always been, well, companionable. How childish!” 

But, was it? Who was to set for whom, the values of 
pleasure? Was tidying up the garden as childish 
as a night club, for instance, where primitive 
wishfulness was brushed with the gilded paint of 
sophistication? 

Norah’s energy grew with anger. Her thoughts 
encompassed the season, tracking its circuitous, 
emotional course from their city apartment on to 
here. This was to have been a serene summer of 
regional pleasures, all those unimportant enjoy- 
ments which were part of the country they both 
loved. In town, just before leaving, Andy had 
ticked off on his fingers all they would do, 
together. Fishing in tumbling, unreliable streams 
on the mountain. Supper on the grey rocks, by 
the deep, clanging chasm. To the next town for 
movies, simply for the long sweet ride home 
together under the stars afterward. “I can hardly 
wait, can you, darling?” he had asked. His eyes 
were the eyes of Andy-in-the-woods, Andy- 
loving-the-wind-on-his-face, Andy-having-a-good- 
time. ‘* You’ve been a double-haloed saint to me 
all winter. I couldn’t have existed without you. I 
wish I had a million, so I could give you what you 
really deserve.” 

Norah had wished, that instead of the million, 
which he did not possess, he would spend upon 
her the charm, the sheer splendor of hilarity, 
which he could, at will, summon from an inex- 
haustible well of high spirits. 

Andy had had a long-drawn-out illness. When 
dependent upon her, he was gentle and apprecia- 
tive. Norah felt guilty in hoping that he would 
not recover too rapidly. Old jokes put forth new 
green leaves; ways of speaking, certain references 
known only to themselves, special names for 
people, the whole range of nonsense which caused 
dull days to sparkle. His convalescence had 
yielded a spurious sense of security. 

Andy had needed a longer vacation than usual. 
His firm had been most generous. Norah smiled 
a little ruefully, remembering June; the month 
had gone happily. The cottage looked gay and 
inviting. The woods were shadowy, the narrow 
paths purple with tall-stemmed violets; the water 
gave off that refreshment of pure air which made 
you greedy for every breath. 

Andy shouted and sang. 
entertaining skits on people who lived in other 
“Dear little grey donkeys, all braying 


He gave rude and 


cottages, 

together!” 
Norah laughed at him. “This will be the best 

** Andy is slowly 


summer yet,” she thought. 
happy at the 


growing up.” She'd felt very 
thought of all the fun they were going to have 
together during the summer months, 


July—then Anna! Her car had run out of gas a 
mile down the road. There were no more houses 
beyond the Gray cottage. Contin n page 19 













ORAH was busy in the front garden. It was fall, 
and, as usual, she made ready to clear out the 
delphinium plants. Andy had promised to help. 

They’d talked it over last evening, but he’d gone, as if 
the customary rite meant nothing. It had always been 
rather fun, this stripping the garden to stark tidiness 
before winter. ‘‘Tomorrow will be fine for it,’ Norah 
had said. “I’m sure the sun will be shining, and the 
water blue.” 

“Yes,” Andy had agreed. “Yes, it will.” 

She had thought then, that his acquiescence held 
faint enthusiasm. Something else on his mind? There 
had been. 

She wielded a short-handled axe as if it were a 
tomahawk. ‘“‘ You know I’m fonder of you than anyone 
else in the world. If anything happened to you, I'd be 
lost?’ As she hacked down a delphinium stalk, stiff as a 
cane, Norah wished she had catalogued all the times 
Andy had spoken those two phrases, and in that exact 
No matter how hot the argument, no 
matter what he proposed to do, he used those words, so 


tone of voice. 


that he might do as he wished, and feel comfortable 
about it. And, shame to her pride, they invariably 
produced the glow he intended, so that she managed a 
smile and a hope for his good time. 

She grasped a second stalk and chopped furiously. 
Then she paused to watch a Jate hummingbird, which, 
with a harried sort of industry, was darting at thin 
green stalks of second-growth pushing up among dead 
ones. The blooms were pale with a listless beauty; 
vitality was not in them. The tiny creature, whirring 
like a motor, searched each blossom. The spire quiv- 





But he found no treasure. 

Norah suffered the sad recession of a certain excite- 
ment she had felt about cleaning out the garden. “* Even 
if I somehow stick it,” she mused, “‘is second-growth 
worth consideration? Are these limp flowers the answer 
to slashing down the first fine bush? Maybe it’s better 
to wither, standing on your own stout stalk than 
to be hurt for the sake of dubious flowering of new 
hopes !’’ How many sharp, small pains of everyday would 
equal the one great pain of final separation? How 
could she choose? To leave Andy would be unbearable. 
To stay with him would destroy the little left of their 
companionship. 


ered; the petals shook. 


With the hatchet in her hand, Norah gazed out over 
the flat blue water. 
fact that Andy meant what he said, or thought he did. 
He was fond of her! Maybe (shabby suspicion) he 
needed the nourishment of her more generous affection; 


The saddest angle of all was the 


maybe he was fond of her love for him. Just where did 
she fit into the pattern? 
Days of variable moods, fringed by 


Were men, men or children? 


Days of peace. 
disturbing fractiousness. 


NOW SHE reviewed carefully this morning’s scene. 
Andy had briskly announced: ‘*The Fowlers have 
asked me to be a fourth over the week-end.” 

“How nice, for them; and for you!” 

“Don’t be nasty. It isn’t your style.” 

She’d felt a faint drumming behind her ears. ‘‘ You 
knew, of course, last evening, that you were going?” 
She spoke quietly. 
“Naturally I knew.” 








“You promised to help me clear out the delphinitum 
garden today.” 

“Oh, lord 
negligible. 

‘“*I’d looked forward to it, Andy. 
together. We always have, you know, before we leave 


that!’’ He dismissed the whole thing as 


It’s fun, doing it 


the cottage for town.” 

He ignored the appeal with characteristic ease. “‘ You 
know you detest week-ends. You’ve held forth on the 
subject for years.” 

She looked at him, and waited. 

“‘Is there any reason why I shouldn’t go? I must 
say’’—-he gave an expert yank to his tie as he finished 
dressing—“I occasionally enjoy, what is currently 
known as high-powered goings-on.” 

Norah said that she was sure that he did. 

“See here, if you lay on that martyred voice, I'll jolly 
well stay for as long as they really asked me to. | 
explained that it wasn’t fair to you, for me to stay away 
too long.” 

“Very thoughtful, I’m sure.”” An example of Andy’s 
familiar lightning advance into enemy country; he 
seldom defended his own frontiers, but preferred sallies 
across the border, for the purpose of harassing the 
discomforted. Try as honestly as she could, she was 
inevitably caught up into swift anger by these tactics. 
‘Are there never more than four people on these week- 
ends?” she enquired. “*Six, for example, or even seven?” 

“And what might you mean by that?” 


politely remote, already in his mind having gone on 


Andy was 


his good time. 
“If | remember correctly, we first met one another 
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By MARY LOWREY ROSS 


HE BEST time to go to a movie is in the earl¥ 

afternoon. The best seat is about halfway down 

and a little off centre. The seat in front of the one 
you have selected should be occupied by a man. So 
should the seat behind. The man in front should be 
short-waisted, bald, slope-shouldered and unaccom- 
panied. It doesn’t matter about the man behind as long 
as he is sober and all by himself. 

These, of course, are ideal conditions. The chances 
are, however, that you will arrive at the peak hour and 
have to take what you can get. In that case you run the 
risk of finding yourself behind a feminine movie-goer in 
a tall hat with an upright feather that cuts the screen 
exactly in half; or in front of a lady who has come to the 
movies to relax and talk over the servant problem with 
her friend; or next to the type of patron who loses things 
under the seat. Or you may have as neighbor a lady 
who has been separated from her companion in the 
rush and spends her time distractedly signalling that 
there are two Seats together up in the second row front. 
If your luck is partic ularly bad you may get behind the 
worst nuisance of all—the Mexican jumping bean type 
of patron who never leaves you with two minutes 


uninterrupted view of the screen. 


NOW MOVIE audiences are largely self-governing 
bodies. The management is usually tucked away invis- 
ibly in little offices off the lobby. The ushers are mere 
boys, too well trained in courtesy to be much use In an 
emergency. The discipline has to be left to the customers 
themselves. It is they who insist that the lady tn front 
remove her hat, who angrily shush the lady behind, who 


growl at the restless patron up ahead. 


The protests are usually effective. But how much bad 
feeling would be saved if a standard code ol movie 
behavior were drawn up and adopted by everybody. 


Something like this: “‘Find your seat. Remove yout 
hat. Put youl parcels unde! the seat, you! gloves in vout 
bag, your bag In your 


lap. Relax and keep 
quiet.” It could be as 
simple as that. 

“Ladies Will Kindly 
Remove Their Hats.” 


This ts the oldest rule of 
the movies: and for a 
long time ladies obeyed 
it. If they didn’t, there 








was always an usher fo remmd them. And-now for a 
fang time the ladies hayestmply kept their hatson, and 
the ushers have chéérfully accepted the idea thateafter 
all it’s none of their business. In the meantime the'fats 
themselves have been growing, year by year, more 
elaborate in décor, more eerily perched, more wildly 
distracting to the eye. 

Of course the lady will take it off if you ask her to. 
Only you don’t ask her to—not at first. You peer 
through the wreaths of tulle and dodge about behind 
the streamers and banked flowers and mounted birds. 
Then at last your patience gives out and you ask her if 
she’d mind taking it off. So she takes it off, contemptu- 
ously, without turning her head, and by that time you 
are furious and your enjoyment of the picture is ruined 
and you are secretly unhappy, heaven knows why, 
because the back of the lady’s head looks mad. 

That’s the trouble with the movies. They heighten 
emotion so that the smallest annoyance becomes an 
outrage, the mildest protest an insult. If you become 
aware of your neighbor at all, you are ten times as 
aware of her as you would be In a streetcar or on a bus, 
or sitting on a park bench. More than that, your sym- 
pathies are Just as easily roused as your hostilities, so 
that when your neighbor loses her glove under the seat 
you are just as upset as she Is and just as unhappy till 


; ; 
she finds it. 


UNDER THESE circumstances the excitable glove- 
dropper ts the best. She flings the seat up and gets right 
down on the floor as soon as she discovers her loss. She 
has to find it; she won’t have a minute’s enjoyment till 
she does, and ne ither will you, And sooner Or later she 
does, and peace returns. On the whole, people are 
inclined to regard her tolerantly, since everybody loses 
things in the movies at one time or another. (I once lost 
a paper carton ol ¢ oldfish under the seat and everybody 
was lovely about it, for rows around.) 
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Che considerate type of ¢ love-dropper, however, IS 

lefinitely : Clad low! lee Shaan 

deinitely a nuisance, he doesn get down under the 
' ' raf 

seat. She just feels about furtively in the gloom and then 

its back resolving she'll just forget all about it till the 
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The road in front of the vicarage is strewn with 
mock victims, and the stretcher parties carry 
them off... 


ENGLAND. 
EAR CHATELAINE: 
I have been unfolding the holiday clothes that 


I packed away in trunks last September, and 
wondering why ever I had put them away in such a 
crumpled messy condition. Then I realized that last 
September when they were stowed away, I, and most of 
the other women in the British Isles, felt we were pack- 
ing up for ever our frivolous chiffons and cottons, and 
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inettettiiny 


were facing a strenuous and gloomy future composed 
entirely of a permanent diet of slacks, helmets, and a 


funnier then than now. Then the War was still a crouch- 
ing beast that hadn’t sprung on us; and groping through 


10w almost defunct garment called a ‘‘Siren Suit.” the blackout with other lurching bumping figures 
As the summer started we found that life wasn’t really carrying stretchers, I used to struggle with wild surging 
very different. The sun still shines, and we still need _ giggles. 


bathing suits and shady hats, and even if a wartime 
England is a sterner edition of her usual summer self, it’s 
not quite so grim and unrelieved as last autumn. The 
sandbags outside London buildings have been cemented 


over, and they have flowers growing on them in the 


centre of London now. Round the boarded-up statue of 


Eros in Piccadilly, wooden figures in bright colors have 


been erected, to remind us of the flower women who used 
to sit there. 

But this doesn’t mean that we are letting up at all. 
Although as yet our village has been spared from the 
horrors of air attack we are still prepared and on the 
alert. Last week we had an A.R.P. practice. A ghoulish 
game that the Wardens and First Aid Party play, with 
all the village Civil Defense Units on tiptoe. They have 
had these practices all the winter, but they seemed much 


moe IMPERIAL CABLFS* 
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NOW THAT the evenings are still long, the practices 
take place in the daylight, and it seems more like the 
real thing with the grim running figures of Wardens, the 
swaying ambulances, and Fire Service Wagons. Even if 
the running Warden is only Mr. Gordon when you get 
near enough to see, and he mutters as he jogs breathless 
past you that he’s eaten too much dinner, and got a 
stitch in his side. The practice is very serious, a game 
played by grown-ups, with a real policeman to divert 
the traffic from the road where the imaginary bomb has 
fallen, and a real ambulance to bundle the victims into. 
A horribly macabre,game, because the road in front of 
the vicarage is strewn with mock victims, and swiftly 
and efficiently the stretcher parties carry them off. 
While the village children gather round, and giggle, 
“Look at poor old Tom, ’e’s dead,” a 
man is silently on duty in the Warden’s 
post by the village hall, waiting for the 
telephone to ring, warning us that an 
enemy raider is on the way, and the 
game we play at now may turn to deadly 
earnest before the night is out. It’s not 
a very funny game any more. 
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As yet the rationing hasn't altered 
our housekeeping at all... 
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sickened him. He said to Leda, 


M4 
o 


"You wanted it. 





Now you've got it. See for yourself how strong I am.’ 
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The answer would be no. She stepped out of the car 
almost before it had stopped, slammed the door herself, 
not giving him time either to open or close it, and dis- 
appeared within the bronze doors. Leaning against 
them, her eyes closed, her pulse beating disappointment 
and confusion, she felt somebody on the first landing 
watching her. 

It was her stepfather, rubbing his eyes as if he had 
just awakened. This was a ruse, for Grant had been 
watching the door, waiting. Alice was so remote, so 
helpless, and he was alarmed. Indulgence was wisdom 
at times. Carelessness was always criminal. Was he 
being careless with Leda? Out heaven knows where 
every night. Coming home all hours. Wracking her 
body and, he suspected, her heart. Playing men against 
each other. He had seen her drive up, her flight from 
the car. The man in the car was not Clyde. It must 
have been Corby. Did these youngsters never invite a 
man to their home until they married him? 

“What brings you up so early?” she joked, half- 
heartedly. 

““My wandering daughter,” he said. “I suspected 
burglars. I’m wide awake now, let’s talk.” 

She came slowly upstairs, followed him into the 
library. Here was a room Grant and Alice used. He had 
a fine library of books devoted mostly to the rubber 
industry, and he read them. Alice’s small tapestry 
frame stood in one corner, and its patient muteness 
conveyed a strange thought to Leda. In the silence of 
this modern house, it was a vestige of a bygone civiliza- 
tion into which her mother, by some queer transmuta- 
tion, had returned. Mother had been curiously detached 
these three years since she had revived her interest in 
tapestry weaving. Yet her mother’s fragrance still 
lingered in the room, and endowed her accusation of 
Mark with the fragile air of an event which has not yet 
happened. 

“*How about a hot toddy with me?” Grant suggested, 
opening a cabinet which held an electric contraption for 
hot drinks. “You children—I don’t see how you stand 
it. It’s a wonder Mark Corby can stand up on a stage 
after a night of carousing.” 

Leda flung herself into a chair, tore off her gloves. 
“You don’t have to hint, darling. That was Mark 
Corby, if you really care. And you needn’t worry about 
him. He doesn’t do a thing to endanger his music. He’s 
got nothing else on his mind.” 

“He shouldn’t,” Grant said soberly. “When a man 
has a fortune, he ought to take care of it.” 

“Sometimes a fortune takes care of itself.” 

“Money fortunes, Angelpuss. But this other kind— 
you lose it if you don’t protect it.” 

“It’s a deadly hour for philosophical discussion,” she 
said. 

He handed her a glass. She made a wry face and 
sipped at the drink. He saw that she was overwrought, 
unhappy, at the point of tears. ‘“‘Aren’t you getting 
bored with New York, child? How about a cruise, or 
Florida? There’s Bermuda, and Carolina.” 

“1 don’t think I want to go away.” 

“‘Is it quite the thing to hang around in your first 
season?” 

‘* I’m going to do just as I please,” she said, and, blow- 
ing him a kiss, drifted out the room with the glass in her 


hand. 


LEDA WAS pleased, within a few days,{to summon Mark 
to take her to indoor tennis matches at the armory, 
where Clyde was to be a star attraction. A March wind 
howled outside. Inside, ladies were wrapped in fur, but 
nevertheless a gay spirit pervaded the place, and lifted 
Mark’s heart. 

He thought Leda had never looked lovelier. In a 
short white fur jacket with a matching cap like an ice- 
ereamreone, she was the first crocus underthesnow;-Her 
hair curled around the cap in pale, shining petals. Her 
eyes were twin hearts to the flower, golden, and newly 
washed, and whenever people stopped at their table, 
between matches, Mark swelled with the thrill of admir- 
ation he read in their eyes. There was little time to say 
much to her. She was absorbed in the tennis. He was 
enjoying it himself, seeing in the rhythm and grace, in 
the skill and speed, an echo of another rhythm by which 
he had lived so many years. 


In Mark’s mind the regularity of movement soon 
translated itself into music, and he found that for every 
change in the pace of the game, there was a ece ot 
great music to fit the cadence, and he t mself 
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By HENRY and SYLVIA LIEFERANT 


LEDA HOBART, glamorous New York society girl, 
takes CLYDE DUNNING very much against bis will to 
Carnegie Hall. To the polo-playing, outdoor-loving Clyde, 
going to a violin recital is very much a waste of time. He 
suspects that Leda attends the concert not purely to hear the 
music. And it develops that be is right. Although she bas 
never met bim, she bas fallen in love with MARK CORBY, 
brilliant young violinist, bailed as one of the greatest living 
virtuosi, despite bis mere twenty-two years. 

Leda writes to Mark to engage bim to play at ber birth- 
day party, enclosing a photograph of berself. She receives 
an autographed photograph and.a refusal of the engage- 
ment. She learns that Mark never received the letter, the 
reply baving been sent by bis secretary, PETER NELSON. 

Clyde decides that the best way for Leda to realize that 
Mark Corby is not the wonderful young man she imagines 
be is, is to bring them together . . . at least that is what be 
hopes will be the outcome of their meeting. They do meet 
and at once become very much in love. An antagonism 
springs up between Mark and Clyde, and the latter is 
overjoyed one evening when at a party Mark is sent home 
to bed by bis manager, BEN ELBERFIELD, who says 
that the violinist must not bave late nights during the 
concert season. Mark is furious when be gets bome, and 
tells bis family and bis manager and bis secretary that be 
is fed up with being treated like a pampered baby. 

Ben and Pete are worried about Mark’s being in love 
with Leda, especially when be dashes out of the concert ball 
after a big concert and goes to a night club with her. They 
feel that bis playing will soon suffer, if be keeps late bours 
and spends too much time thinking about Leda, when bis 
mind should be on bis work. 

HANNAH CORBY, Mark’s mother, bas a talk with 
bim and asks bim if be really loves the girl. He tells ber be 
does. “‘ You baven’t let Ben and Pete give you strange 
notions, bave you?”’ she asks. “‘There’s only one loyalty 
you bave—to yourself. What's best for you is our best. 

‘our bappiness is our only consideration.” 

Leda starts to wonder what marriage to-a-man like Mark 
would mean. His bands being such a valuable asset to bim, 
be bas to take every care that they are not injured. Clyde 
bints to Leda that be uses them as an excuse to cover up bis 
cowardice. When Mark is driving her home one evening 
she accuses bim of being a coward. 


E TURNED to her in astonishment, so great and 

H so innocent that for a moment courage died 

within her, and the wild inflammable thing which 

his direct glance could kindle, began to singe her heart. 

“Is this a new gag in the crowd that I’ve missed?” 

“Why didn’t you get rid of that drunk who came to 
our table?” 


“But I did!” 


Elegant drunks were always stopping at everybody’s 
table. The outrage for Leda had been that this was a 
stranger, some out-of-towner no doubt, who had offered 
to show her how to dance “as my grandma used to do.” 

“With a look,” she pointed out scornfully. 

He wasn’t the least bit offended. ‘* He was harmless, 
wasn’t he? He didn’t really get near you.” 

“And if he had? With Clyde dancing with Patsy—” 

“Bamboo!” 

“That’s a silly name. I think you have no courage.” 

In the darkness she could almost see the color flare 
into his face. “1 don’t think you know much about 
courage, Leda,” he said with a deadly sort of quiet. 

“I know that when a drunk annoys a lady, her 
escort—” 

“*Socks him in the jaw. So you wanted me to do that, 
just to please Clyde? You didn’t act as if you were being 
annoyed,” 

“You sent him away with a look!” she repeated 
scornfully. 

“That’s the other kind of courage you wouldn’t 
understand. The courage of mental control. Mental 
courage. You need it to give up football and baseball 
when you’re only eight years old. You need it to play 
eight hours a day, weeks on end; to face an audience 
in a strange city, knowing that one slip means the dogs 
are after you. Leda, I’m sorry. I guess you know by 
this time, I mustn’t do a lot of the things other men do. 
I’ve found I don’t have to.” 

Her profile turned toward him gave him no encour- 
agement. This was not what he had hoped for when he 
stole her away from Clyde to drive her home. If she 
would only give him a hint, a word to still that fierce 
longing, that secret torment. He must quench it or be 
consumed by it. What good could it do to say he’d kill 
any man who really annoyed her? She must understand 
how his life was lived, 

Why doesn’t he say he’d kill any man who'd annoy 
me, her heart cried. Why doesn’t he hold me fiercely 
just once? Why doesn’t he make me feel that I’m loved 
above his fiddle, his music, his routine? Why does he 
think I might want to give up everything for him? The 
right to be protected, to be defended. Mental courage. 
Mental defense! 

**Leda—”’ 

**A little speed would do, Mark. Get me home. I’m 
tired.” 

“Poor Bamboo.” 
had my fiddle, I’d play you to sleep.” 

“With the Brahms Lullaby, no doubt.” 

““There’s not been a better written that I know of.” 

Music. Always music. Could a girl live in an atmos- 
phere so rare, so mental? Don’t ask me tonight, M_rk. 


His voice broke curiously. “If | 
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person never breathed! How you could live under the 
same roof with him as long as you did and not know that 
is beyond me!” 

Leota admitted, “W ell, he is stubborn, but hasn't 
he always been that way? And he’s been going fishing 


with Sam and Ezra for years. Why you should tak 


” 


exception to it so suddenly 


Maida turned reproachful eyes on her 


daughter 
““There’s nothing sudden about it. I don’t suppose the 
camel could tell exactly which straw broke his back. All 
I know is, I’ve had enough! As soon as they started off 
this morning for Lake Kowachee, I packed my bag. 
And I don’t feel up to discussing all the details, either. 
After all, Otie, 1 didn’t treat you like this when you left 
Frank andcame home. . .” 
The hurt voice trailed off. 
lips to speak, thought better of it and choked back the 
words on the tip of her tongue. 
Instead put an affectionate 
mother. ‘Darling, you know you’re welcome to stay 
here just as long as you like. And Chris and Jeanie will 
be as glad to have you as !am. This will be a—a shock 
to them, too, of course. But you know you can depend 


And | eota, opening her 


she arm around her 


on us.” Her tone grew coaxing, “‘Let’s not tell Frank 
all about it right away, though. 


held dad up to him as an example of a perfect husband 


I mean, I’ve always 


—and now 


When 
finished, Maida said tonelessly, “‘ You do as you think 
best, Otie. But he'll have to know some time . a 


it became quite evident that Leota had 


THE NEXT day Leota told her mother a lie. She 
didn’t like to do it, but she was desperate. She had to 
see Chris and Jeanie and inform them of the terrible 
crisis which had taken place so belatedly in the lives 
of their parents. And it would be so much easier to 
speak plainly if her mother wasn’t present. So Leota 
pleaded an unbreakable luncheon engagement down- 
town. 

“You needn’t apologize,” Maida told her without the 
slightest trace of martyrdom. “‘I don’t want you to start 
rearranging your life to suit me 
here such a long time. You go right ahead, dear, and 


especially since I'll be 


enjoy yourself.” 
“7'll.. call. Cars,” 


mother’s candid eyes. ‘‘ Maybe she and Harley and Jean 


Leota promised, avoiding her 


can come out for dinner tonight.” 

Maida thought that would be just lovely. And Leota 
fled downtown and wasted no time in reaching the 
private sanctum from which Mrs. Harley Stevens 
shaped the destiny of the exclusive Sandra Shop. Leota 
collapsed on a corner of Chris’ enormous modern desk 
and exploded her bombshell right in the middle of 
Chris’ new bustle campaign. Chris’ delicately arched 
brows climbed until they disappeared under the cluster 
of tawny curls above them. Chris couldn’t believe this 
utterly fantastic disclosure of her sister’s and said so 
bluntly. 

“You'll believe it when you talk to mother!” Leota 
informed her. “But I simply had to see you first and 
prepare you. And I thought we’d all better have lunc h 
together and see if we can’t figure out something. Chris, 
it would be awful to stand by and let them wreck their 


lives like this—at their age!” 
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OVER CREAMED crabmeat with mushrooms and tiny 
hot biscuits, they tried to figure out something. Jean, 
who was more blond than Chris and had a little dusting 
of freckles across her turned-up nose, was the most 
shattered of the three. Pr rhaps it was because she was 
and more easily disillusioned. There was a 


bright suspicion of tears in het 


younge! 
blue eyes all during 
lunch, and she scarcely touched her food. 

Why, only last Saturday, 


| +s9 y af 
to Charlesville to spend the 


not quite a week ago, Bill 
had driven het 


week-end. All the way down Jeanie had tried to make 
| 


| FAVIS 
up her mind whether she intended displaying Bill fo: 
her mother’s and father’s approval or vice versa. Shx 
had known Bill only a few months, but she was very 
fond of him. Or she had been very fond of him until 
they quarrelled all the way back to town over Alix 
Collier and the number of times Bill had danced with 
her at the country club Saturday night. 

“Heaven’s sake!” Bill had exploded with more 
temper than Jeanie had dreamed he possessed. ‘‘I had 
to dance with someone! You were so busy being the 
belle of the ball I hardly had a glimpse of you. And she 
was the best-looking girl there. And as for my being 
don’t you realize I went to 

Naturally it was fun being 


cut in on a few times 
school with that crowd? 
with them again.” 

“Tt would probably have been more fun if you hadn’t 
brought me along! Not that I didn’t enjoy meeting your 
parents. They’re swell—especially your mother. Too 
bad you aren’t more like her!” 

By the time Bill dropped her at her apartment, they 
weren’t speaking. And she hadn’t heard from him since. 
Not that she wanted to! 

Now the seriousness of this thing she and her sisters 
were discussing struck her anew. And the vivid memory 
of mother and dad, seeming so exactly the same as 
always, in their pleasant, old-fashioned house, made he 
exclaim, “ But such things don’t happen! Not to people 
like them.” 


Tim said, with a 
funny little quaver 
in his voice, ‘Gosh, 
Maidy, you look 
right nice!” 
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‘It has happened,” Leota informed her with what 
patience she could summon up. “‘And we’ve got to face 
it. Mother hasn’t the slightest intention of going back 
to dad. She won’t even talk about it, except to say she’s 
had enough of his stubbornness to last her the rest of 
her life.” 

‘But dad’s such a darling!” wailed Jean. “You know 
he’s adarling. I1—I think one of the things that drew me 
to Bill Travis just at first was the fact that he reminded 
me the teeniest bit of dad That was before I knew 
how utterly unreasonable Bill could be, of course.” 

Both Chris and Leota had heard about Bill’s fall from 
favor. Jeanie was a confiding soul. She had even written 
her mother all the details. 

*“Tt’s not your derailed romance we have to straighten 
out,”’ Chris remarked with sisterly candor. “Of course, 
dad’s a darling, but mother’s sweet, too. And you’ve 
got to admit he’s stubborn. It’s just—well, mother 
never seemed to pay much attention to it. I mean, she 
always got around him some way.” 

“Maybe she got tired ‘getting around him.’” This 
was Leota’s suggestion. “‘I suppose that sort of thing 
would grow tiresome—after thirty years.” 

“l’ve heard of married couples,’”’ Chris said starkly, 


“who stayed together for the sake of their children. And 


then, years later, when the children were grown up and 
married, the parents decided they’d done their duty and 
felt free to separate.” 

“But I’m not married,” Jean put in. “I don’t think I 
ever shall marry.” 

“You're not living at home, though,” Leota reminded 
her. “‘And you’re certainly 4 Continued on next page 


























Leota collapsed on a corner of Chris’ 
desk and exploded her bombshell right 
in the middle of Chris’ new bustle 
campaign. 
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HE TAXI jerked to a halt and Maida Everts’ grey 

head jerked with it. But she was too perturbed 

by the row of cars parked before her daughter’s 
glorified Tudor cottage to reprimand the driver. 
Evidently Leota had other guests. 

Maida’s blue eyes, beneath the brim of her neat 
black felt, looked frightened. But there was determina- 
tion in the set of her chin. During the four-hour train 
ride from little Charlesville, where Maida had lived for 
more than thirty years, to Leota’s home in the city, she 
had been comforted and upheld by the conviction that 
what she was doing was the right thing, and that no 
one, least of all a woman’s own daughters, would blame 
her for doing right. 

The driver carried her big, scuffed Gladstone up the 
curving walk, and Maida rang the bell. Then Leota 
was framed in the doorway, an expression of almost 
ludicrous amazement settling over her dark, faintly 
exotic face. In another second she was hugging Maida 
and exclaiming over her and peering behind her as 
though she expected Tim’s big, bony frame to appear 
by magic. 

“Darling, this is the grandest susprise! I’m so glad 
to see you. Where’s dad?” 

Beyond Leota was her attractive living room. In 
it two bridge tables were set up, each with its comple- 
ment of feminine players, except for one empty chair 
from which Leota must just have arisen. Seven pairs 
of eyes, turned toward the little tableau in the hall, were 
blank with a complete lack of recognition; seven mouths 
curved in politely expectant smiles. 

It was for the benefit of her daughter’s guests that 
Maida said levelly, “Your father’s gone fishing. With 
Ezra Peters and Sam Stone. So I thought—” 

“But, of course, darling!’ Leota didn’t even wait for 
her to finish. ‘‘It would have been so silly to stay all 
alone: Do Chris and Jeanie know?” 


By ROSAMOND DU JARDIN 


Chris and Jeanie were Maigg’s other daughters. 
Chris was Mrs. Harley Steveasgjand managed a dress 
shop where Jeanie, youngest and unmarried, was 
employed. 

Maida answered truthfully, “No one knew I was 
coming. It’g~a surprise.” 

It was all of that! But not until two hours later, when 
the last bridge guest had departed. shaking hands with 
Maida cordially and telling Leota what a lovely after- 
noon it had been, was the older woman able to enlighten 
the younger as to the true signifiéance of her visit. The 
pine-panelled room seemed larger, with just the two of 
them sitting on the gay chintz love-seat between the 
windows. A fire smoldered on the hearth and the last 
rays of the setting sun, breaking through April clouds, 
picked out the scft colors in the hand-hooked rug. 

Leota was lucky, her mother reflected. A lovely 
home, an adoring husband—and yet only a year ago she 
and Frank had been on the verge of divorce. And for 
such a trivial cause, too. Leota’s boundless enthusiasm 
for little theatre work had pregpitated ‘Pre trouble. 
That and the fact that her fellow Berformers developed 
a habit of overrunning the house at all hours, staging 
impromptu rehearsals and taking up all of Leota’s time. 
Maida never had got all'the ins and outs exactly straight 
in her mind, although*Leota stayed with her parents 
two weeks before Frank gave in and apologized for his 
attitude in the matter, 

Leota laid a slim, scarlet-thpped hand over her 
mothef’s short stubby one. ‘‘Frank’s going to be so 
surpriged—and pleased. He thinks you’re tops, mother. 
And_ we must call Chris and Jeanie and get loads of 
enteWfiment ‘ey for you. How long can you 
stay?” * o 

Maida started to speak, and then she had to clear her 
throat and try again. “‘I—couldn’t tell you in front of 
But I—I guess I'll stay as long as you 


all your friends. 





and Frank or Chris and Harley will have me. Or maybe 
Jeanie can find a corner for me in her little apartment. 
You see, Otie, I’ve—left your father.” 

Leota wasn’t even aware of the hated childhood 
nickname. She sat staring, eyes wide, mouth a little 
After a moment Maida couldn’t that 
She transferred her 
suspiciously bright gaze to the fire and blinked a little, 


open. bear 


unbelieving look any longer. 


feeling Leota’s fingers tense against her own. 
von 
“Mother, what are you saying? 


low, incredulous, pinning her down. 


Leota’s voice was 
“You—and father 
—Why, you’ve always got on so beautifully! It’s been a 
—a sort of an inspiration to all of us. You can’t mean 

Her mother wasn’t blinking now. And her chin stuck 
out in a way Leota had never known it could.’ She said 
briefly, angrily, “I know what I’m doing! And there’s 
no use for you or the others to try to talk me out of it. 
My mind’s made up. I’ve been married to Timothy 
Everts thirty years, and I’ve reached the point where I 
can’t goonany longer!” 


LEOTA COULDN’T remember when she’d heard her 
mother call her father Timothy. It had a sinister sound, 
as though she were speaking of some stranger 
despised stranger. 

Leota tried to marshal the dazed turbulence of her 
thoughts, tried to speak soothingly. “But, 
that’s just it. You can’t simply walk out on a man 
after half a lifetime of marriage. | mean—what'll dad 
do? He’ll be lost.” 

“He'll get along. 
and that worthless Ezra! 


mother, 


He can always go fishin’ with Sam 
9 
“You mean it was his going with them that you 
objected to?” Leota clutched at that. 
“Object?” Maida’s plump shoulders rose and fell 
expressively, “‘A lot of good it’d do me to object to 
anything your father’d set his mind on. A stubborner 
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grown. But I don’t see how mother and 
dad could have felt—well, antagonistic 
toward each other all the years we were 
at home when they seemed so happy. 
They just couldn’t have pretended that 
way—for our sakes.” 

“Il don’t know,” Chris objected. “I 
was perfectly furious with Harley for 
weeks this winter and kept it all shut 
up inside of me.” 

“What about?” Leota’s attention 
strayed momentarily from the problems 
of her parents. 

“Oh, he got terribly paternal all of a 
sudden and decided I ought to give up 
my work and be the little mother or 
something. I feel that children are all 
very well and, naturally, I’d like to have 
one or two—eventually. But there’s 
plenty of time. And just because Harley 
got that raise...” 

Leota said, “Oh, that,” in a way Chris 
didn’t care for. 

She supposed Leota thought that her 
and Frank’s silly difficulties last year 
were more important. At least, Chris 
reflected, I only told mother my 
troubles by letter. I didn’t actually 
leave Harley and go home! 

But this was no time for sisterly 
squabbling. This was a case of all for 
one and one for all. 

Leota said slowly, “‘There’s just one 
hopeful angle. I don’t believe dad 
knows yet what’s happened. He had 
already started on his fishing trip when 
mother left.” 

“But that’s marvellous!” Chris ex- 
claimed. “It can’t seem so final until dad 
knows. Maybe we can persuade her—”’ 

““T wouldn’t count on it,” Leota dis- 
couraged. “She’s awfully determined. 
Of course, we'll try.” 

“It could prove to be a case of 
‘ Absence makes the heart grow fonder,’”’ 
Jean said wistfully. 

“Come on out for dinner tonight,” 
Leota, suggested, “then mother will tell 
you herself how things stand. There’s 
—yjust one thing.” She hesitated briefly. 
“TI haven’t told Frank this is anything 
but a visit on mother’s part.” 

“TI won’t tell Harley, either,” Chris 
agreed with something akin to relief. 


DINNER WENT off well, all things 
considered. Leota had seemed so dis- 
trait when she got home from her 
luncheon engagement, Maida didn’t see 
how she’d ever have managed to get a 
meal together without help. Maida 
was in her element, helping, although 
Leota’s compact little kitchen made her 
feel crowded and confined, after the 
roomy vastness of her own. 

She told Chris and Jeanie of the step 
she’d taken when they were in Leota’s 
guest room removing their wraps. A 
certain restraint in their affectionate 
greetings led her to suspect that Leota 
might already have enlightened them. 
But there was no restraint in the bear 
hug Harley bestowed upon her while 
Frank looked on beaming. Maida was 
popular with her sons-in-law. Even 
that young Bill Travis Jeanie had 
quarrelled with had seemed to'tike her. 
And Maida had liked him. There was 
something about him that reminded 
her vaguely of Tim when he was 
younger... 

But she wasn’t going to start brooding 
about Tim! Resolutely she tried to shut 
her mind against a flood of memories. It 
was only when she felt the brooding 
glance of one or another of her daughters 
upon her that her determination wav- 
ered and a feeling of guilt crept in. 

After dinner the girls insisted that 
Maida stay in the living room with the 





By Arleigh Watton Junor 


CANADIANS everywhere this year 
are being asked to realize that they have 
a very important role to play in making 
the enormous tourist season which is 
expected, a really important factor in 
the history of the Dominion. 

It is expected that hundreds of 
thousands of new visitors will come to 
Canada this year for the first time. 
Every Canadian who meets tourists in 
any capacity, has it in his power to 
make them like Canada and wish to 
visit the country again and again. By 
the wrong attitude they could be made 
indifferent or even antagonistic. 

If you see a car with a U.S. license 
plate or that of another province and 
the travellers ask directions, meet them 
with a smile. No matter what their 
problem or complaint be determined to 
be courteous. Give careful directions 
and tell the shortest route or the pretti- 
est route. Describe places of interest or 
beauty on the way. Tell them where to 
buy the best accommodation and good 
food and whether such places are 
expensive or moderate in cost. 

Too often a car full of interested 
tourists comes through a Canadian city 
by a route perhaps shown on the map 
as the shortest—but it is certainly the 
ugliest. If they drive through these 
streets—that is the impression they 
take away of that town. Often they are 





enthusiastic and ready to enjoy—but are 
missing the best districts, finest parks, 
public buildings, smart shops and 
lovely homes. So, if you get a chance, 
direct them to the most attractive 
routes, explaining that while they may 
be a little bit longer, they are infinitely 
preferable. 

If tourists are interested in doing a 
bit of shopping—and who wouldn’t be 
with ten per cent added to each dollar? 

-tell them of the finest stores in your 
city, or what may be bought here that is 
scarce and dear in the States, such as old 
country woollens, Irish linens, famous 
English china and glass. Be friendly, 
interested, and helpful. With each 
tourist you meet, you have a chance to 
bring about a better understanding and 
a more affectionate relationship between 
Canada and the States—as well as 
between the people of the provinces. 

If you have a tourist home, first of all 
make absolutely sure that it is tidy and 
attractive. Cleanliness is of course the 
greatest drawing card. Bedrooms should 


be as pretty as possible and good 
mattresses mean a great deal to the 
tired traveller. Each room should have 
a bench for luggage, plenty of coat 
hangers, water pitchers and goblets. 
Have an ash tray—thereby saving your 
precious furniture—and reading lamps 
near, or over, the beds, as weary motor- 
ists love to relax before sleeping. Have 
the latest copies of Canadian magazines 
in your rooms to give them further 
information Canada. Fresh 


about 





flowers in the room are easy to manage 
and mean a great deal. Facilities for 
quick hot baths are essential. Have 
good towels—don’t expect the guests 
to dry themselves on a small face towel. 

A tray breakfast is often easier to 
serve to a guest in bed than eating in 
the dining room. A pretty tray with 
gay dishes, dainty linen, good food and 
very good coffee enchants the feminine 
heart. Of course Canada is known for 
its excellent tea, but sad to relate 
United States visitors think our coffee 
pretty poor. Good coffee is as easy to 
make as poor stuff. Have the coffee 
freshly made and strong. Don’t over- 
cook and spoil the flavor. And be sure 


Only 


English guests will care for hot milk 


to serve good cream, not milk. 


with coffee. 

Have your dining table as charming 
as you can make it, with fresh flowers 
Don’t use a hodge- 
Find out what your 


and pretty china. 
podge of dishes. 
guests like, and serve it if you can. 

The criticisms I have heard Americans 
make about our meals have stressed 
poor, weak coffee, too much fried food, 
not enough fresh fruit and vegetables, 
and meats which have been pre-cooked 
and re-heated. Remember all these 
faults will keep guests from returning. 
When guests arrive, find out if they wish 
to rest quictly or be entertained. If the 
latter, invite them into your living room 
to listen to the radio, talk, or play 
bridge. An open fire on cool evenings 
will leave a glowing memory. 

Do not be curious about your guests, 
but be interested in what they tell you 
of their own homes. Be appreciative of 
their country and do not criticize their 
politics and customs. Just be as friendly 
and kind as thereby 
strengthen the real and important bond 


possible, and 


between the people of this continent. 
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men, instead of helping with the dishes. 
Frank turned on the radio, and he and 
Harley lit cigarettes and sat on either 
side of Maida before the fire. 

“Some dinner,” Frank sighed with 
the slightly logy content of true reple- 
tion. He grinned at his mother-in-law. 
‘“*T wish you’d move in for good—at least 
till Lee gets the knack of making biscuits 
like those.” 

‘““No, you don’t,” Harley disputed. 
““What’s the idea, trying to get her tied 
up here indefinitely? She’s got to stay 
with us awhile, and not just for her 
biscuits, either!” He turned to Maida 
to enquire, “How long will the old boy 
be gone, anyway?” 

Maida looked down at her plump 

hands, where the broad gold wedding 
ring Tim had put on her finger so many 
years ago gleamed in the firelight. She 
said, her voice low and sort of choky, 
‘“*Oh—a couple of weeks.” 
IN THE kitchen Leota was saying, 
under the concealing clatter of china 
and cutlery, “A couple of weeks, she 
told me.” 

“If we can’t convince her in two weeks 
that she’s making a terrible mistake, | 
don’t suppose we ever could,” Chris 
reflected. “‘ But we’ve got to work fast.” 

“What’ll we do?” Jean demanded. 
**I’m too sunk about the whole thing to 
have an idea. When I think of two 
people being married thirty years— 
almost thirty-one years, isn’t it?” Her 
blue eyes widened. “‘Say, it’s practically 
their wedding anniversary! The twenty- 
fiftth—that’s next week—”’ 

“Do you suppose Chris began. 

And Leota exclaimed simultaneously, 
*That’s it! Dad’s.forgotten all about it 
and gone off fishing and mother wouldn’t 
say a word to jog his memory—you 
know mother!—but it’s made her so 
hurt and angry she just feels she can’t 
go on.” 

“Well, I don’t blame her!” Jeanie 
said staunchly. “It was horrid of dad!” 

“But all men are forgetful about 
things like that,’’ Chris enlightened her 
condescendingly. “I’m surprised at 
mother myself. If that’s all 

“But it’s not all.” Leota’s tone was 
thoughtful. ‘Don’t you see, it’s just a— 
a culmination of all dad’s sins of omis- 


” 


sion through the years.” 

“Maybe,” Jeanie suggested, absently 
wiping the same plate she’d been work- 
ing on for five minutes, “we could get in 
touch with dad and remind him. He 
always goes to Lake Kowachee.” 

““We could have a party for them at 
my apartment.” This was Chris’ 
contribution. “‘A surprise for mother— 
and dad would be the biggest surprise of 
all. Il bet she’d be so glad to see 
him 

“It couldn’t do any harm,” Leota 
decided. “In the meantime, we must 
all show her a grand time and help get 
her mind off her grievances.” 

“We ought to encourage her to confide 
in us,” Jeanie thought aloud. ‘* Without 
standing up for dad too much, I mean 
Sort of let her get it all off her chest 
and then when she sees him 
Jean’s eyes burned with a clear blue 
flame, envisioning that reconciliation. 


AND, DURING the days that followed, 
none of Maida’s daughters permitted 
herself so much as to imagine a different 
ending for all their loving scheming. 
Mother had to give in, she had to be 
Leota and Chris outdid 
themselves, shopping with Maida, tak- 
ing her to the theatre, entertaining older 
te Continued on page 18 
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holding hands beneath the edge of the 
lace cloth in blissful disregard of all the 
others. And Jean was reflecting, her blue 
eyes on Bill’s face, “‘He is like dad—and 
I’ve really been horrid to him! But I'll 
make up for it.” 


HARLEY ROSE, lifting his wineglass 


high. 7 - toast,”’ he proposed, beaming 


at Tim and Maida. ‘A toast to the 
bride and groom.” 
“Bride and groom, humph!”” Maida 


thought, with a wicked gleam in he 
bright blue eyes. “It’s been a long time 
since we were that. And those fool girls 
might have caused us some serious 
trouble, getting Tim back here before | 
had a chance to pretend I'd forgiven 
him and go home. But, obviously, they 
didn’t tell him anything. Or he’d be 


lowering like a thundercloud instead of 


looking as though this was all his 
personal idea. The old fraud’’—she 


smiled at Tim fondly, to take the sting 


out of what she was thinking— “‘sitting 


there, trying to make out he remem- 


Second Growth 


bered this was our anniversary! Who'd 
think the girls would hit on the idea 
that his forgetting was the reason I 
left him? Oh, well, it’s better this way. 
Now they'll never suspect the truth, 
that I was just giving them a dose of 
their own medicine, running home every 
time they had a quarrel with their 
long, 
letters, or giving fine young fellows like 


husbands, or writing Injured 
sill Travis the go-by just because they 
thought their father was a superman 
without a single fault! Now that 
knocked Tim off his pedestal, maybe 
they'll have a little human understand- 
ing for their own menfolks—and | didn’t 
say one thing about him that wasn’t 
I only wanted them to 
realize a woman’s got to make allow- 


I’ve 


true, either! 


ances.” 

Her husband nudged her elbow. He 
confided, his tone low, “I’m sorry I 
forgot the date, Maidy. You don’t hold 
it against me?” 

“Why should I?” Maida whispere 


back, “I forgot it myself!” + 


? Continued from page 9 





Anna in a frock of dull blue, 
which set off her fine, light hair and 
clear-cut features, walked down the 
path in the hot sunshine. She was 


lovely. After telephoning the nearest 
garage, Norah gave tall 
glass of iced fruit juices, and these two 


her guest a 
chatted together in the cool, airy living 
room. The sun blazed outside. Anna 
had a low, hesitating speech, very rest- 
ful, somehow. 

“What a perfectly sweet person,” 
Norah thought. “I hope she lives in one 
of the near-by cottages, SO we can see a 
lot of her. She looks nicer than average. 
Andy’ll be crazy about her.” 

Andy was. Unaware of the guest, he’d 
banged in from the kitchen 


garden, where he’d been hoeing. He was 


noisily 


hot, coatless, his hair a mop of disorder. 
He looked me Norah 


was proud to present him to the small, 


sy yet superb. 


distinguished, and elegant Anna. 

It had, naturally, gone on from there. 
Instead of gaining a friend, Norah had 
lost a husband, at least for purposes of 
daily companionship. She had not, up 
seen Anna 


to this moment, 


present 
‘T here had 


And an invitation to join a 


again. been messages, of 
course, 
five-day cruise with Anna, and some 
Norah had refused. ‘I simply 
’ she told herself. “ Either 
the cruise, or the punishment. I know 
just how Andy would behave. He'd 
watch me kindly and impersonally, and 
treat me as if I were the dull guest of 
I’ve been 


others. 
can’t take it,’ 


someone he hadn't yet met. 
subjected to the technique often enough, 
not to be caught out again. I’m no 
match for him. I’m simply, Norah, his 


_and I'll stay at home.” 


wife . 
NOW, UNDER the blue sky she grew 
busy again, trying to forget the summer. 
She tossed the stiff stalks onto a heap 
high as a haycock. She watched the 
squalls of gulls following a fishing boat 
coming home on the tide: the water 
astern tumbled into garlands of white 
chrysanthemums, 

“If I could only make him see my 
side,” she thought. “If Andy would once 
use his imagination for me, instead of 
himself. He thinks everything I do is 
against him, when really it’s merely 
that I miss being with him, that I’m 
famished for the fun we used to have 


There’s no map to _ his 


| simply don’t know 
pi} 


together. 
behavior 
where I live.” 

She piled the heap higher, until it 
reached the height of her head. Try as 
she would, the summer history unrolled 
itself in several scenes. 

Andy standing in the living room 
filling his pipe. He’d looked more than 
usually handsome, as he gave her an 
account of some party he’d been to. 

“How does Anna fit into the razzle- 
dazzle?”” Norah had enquired. ‘You 
say she only enjoys fine, simple things.”’ 

Andy cocked an eyebrow at her, to 
make sure she spoke seriously. ‘‘Oh, 
she has swags of social poise. Besides, 
we do a lot of talking together, alone; 
if one may say so.” He sat down smiling 
over some remembrance. 

“Has Anna a_ husband?” Norah 
hunted for some darning-silk to mend a 
stocking. 

“By gad, do you know, I’ve never 
enquired!” He 
delighted Iaughter. 
this subject Some day.” 
pause, he’d said, in smooth coaxing 
tones, “Surely, dear, you don’t suspect 


this summer friendship of sordidness? 


You trust me, don’t you?” 

(Childlike Andy 
and safe within standard rules.) 
replied that it wasn’t that, at all 


that she missed him so. 


gave a great shout ot 
‘I must touch on 
Then, after a 


feeling moral 
She’d 


“I’m here now, goofie! You speak in 
9 
parables. 

“It’s something quite different. It’s 
the you in you, that used to like the 
me—in me.” 

“Really, little girl,’ he spoke slow 
round syllables as if each one were a 


drop of anaesthesia for an aching heart, 


“sometimes I wonder if you’re adult, in 


\ ou’re SO dashe d 


And 


expect everyone to behave in simpk 


the usual sense. 


simple-minded. seem to 


you 


ways.” 

Norah replied, quietly, “I can only 
assure you, that whatever your inten- 
tions or behavior . our simple home 
life has been cracked wide open.” 
““Don’t be so darned silly!” 

“It’s not Anna, whom | 
sight. Nor Marcia, of the 
before. Or Fidelia of the summer before 
that.” 

Andy was shaking his head from side 


liked on 


summer 
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Find your most Becoming 
Powder Shade now-and get it in my 


GRIT-FREE powder! 
{fa IN YOUR FACE POWDER CAN at Saye Z Le Cate 


YOUR SKIN A HARSH, “POWDERY” LOOK 


The wrong shade of powder is a tragedy—but 
even the most becoming shade can raise the 
dickens with your appearance—if that powder 
contains grit! For powders containing grit can 
make you look older! 


Does a higher price mean a better 
powder? Don’t be deceived! Impartial 
laboratory tests showed many expensive 
powders costing $1.00, $2.00, $3.00 and 
even more, contained up to 20.44% grit, 


But there is no grit in Lady Esther 
Face Powder. My powder is so smooth 
that it clings actually FOUR LONGHOURS. 
Pat it on after dinner, say at 8, and at 
midnight it will still be there, flattering 
your skin... with never a trace of grit 
to ruin its smoothness, 





The ‘*Bite Test’’ will tell you. Put a bit of 
your present powder between your teeth! Be 
sure your teeth are even, then grind slowly. 
Your teeth will detect any trace of grit—but 
Lady Esther powder is GRIT-FREE, 


















Find Your One Luckiest Shade—Here and Now 


If you want to look your best at a 
party, a dinner, or a dance, you must have 
the right shade of face powder. Why guess, 
when you can be certain as to which 1s ex- 
actly the right shade for you, the becom- 


ing shade, the flattering shade! 


Find out right now. Write me—and I 
will send you 10 glorious new shades of 
my grit-free face powder (including my 
Champagne Rachel). Try a// my shades 
you'll be amazed to see that my be ige Z 
dark rachels, light rachels, rose tones and 
my natural are so much more flattering 
than the equivalent shades of other 
brands you may have tried 


From this complete range you will 
surely find the one shade that will make 


you look younger and lovelier! And be- 


cause my powder is grit-free, it will never 
give you an ungroomed, “powdery” look! 
(here is no finer, no higher quality pow- 
der in the world today—no lovelier shades. 
So mail the coupon now! 


* 10 shades free! « 





(You can paste this on a penny postcard) 
Lapy ESTHER, (2-37) 
loronto 12, Ontario 
Please send me FREE 


10 new shades of face powder, also a tube of 


AND POSTPAID your 
your Four Purpose Face Cream 
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you apply this pleasantly-perfumed, 
non-greasy Lotion! 


Here’s an end to the misery of insect 
bites—here’s proven protection 


against what used to be a regular 
summer-time nuisance. 















Discovered by University Entomolo- 
gists, this scientific formula really 
works! Thousands of Canadians have 
proved its efficiency—and are thankful 
that it has a pleasant odour! “Sta-Way” 
Lotion is safe, even for the tender 
skin of infants. 
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friends in her honor. Jean wanted to 
her share and insisted upon her mother 
But Jeani 
he 


greater part of her stay In setting the 


. , 
staying with her for awhile. 


was a work! irl, and Maida spentt 


no 
ny ¢£ 


tiny apartment to rights and mending 


Jeanie’s dainty possessions Still, some- 
how, she seemed to enjoy her visit wit 
- t 1 + t 1] 
ier Youngest daughter most of ali. 
At intervals, the sisters Col red 


Chris cont 
about dad, but 
mood, I listen. You know, I had no idea 


he was so difficult. 


] 6c] | es 4 
l She doesn’t talk « 


ac¢ 


whenever she’s in th 


Leota nodded, ‘Well, I can remember 
although voungsters nevet 


the things 


a few things 


notice much. But some of 


mother told me—why, I'd die 1f Frank 


| 


tried them!” 

“But of 
Jeanie murmured. “‘ Mother was telling 
the fi years alter 
You know,” 
went on, color creeping faintly beneath 
her fair skin, “I believe I'll ask Bill to 
the anniversary party, Chris. I mean 


it won’t be any fun being odd woman 


dad’s fine in a lot Ways, 


| me a little about rst ft 


they were married. sh 


and he was awfully fond of mother and 


and I guess our quarrel was as much 
my fault as his . ra 
THE PARTY was shaping up. Tim 
Everts had been duly contacted. The 
letter Chris wrote him stated merely 
that mother had come to the city for a 


I 
S lishing 


cut hi 


trip short in ordet to get to the anni 


visit and that he must 


Ver- 


sary dinner they as a 


were planning 


surprise for her. She didn’t say, ‘‘O: 


else!’ but the tone of her letter must 
have implied it. At any rate, Tim 
scrawled acceptance on the back of a 


which smelled 
And the three 
little easier. 


postcard definitely of 


lish. sisters breathed a 
Chris came home early the afternoo 


of the twenty-fifth, although she had 


complete confidence in her excellent 
housekeeper. Chris’ and Harle y's 
apartment was modern in décor, all 


monotones and pale woods and indirect 


lighting. There were quantities of 


flowers, and the table was exquisite with 
its low centrepiece ot vellow roses, Its 
slim white tapers. Chris surveyed the 
effect with pardonable pride and hoped 
the evening would be as perfect as the 


Her 


mother was at Jean’s, she would arriv 


table. I vervthing was arranged. 


with Jean and Bill Travis, expecting 


than a small, casual 


had 


nothing more 


dinner. No one mentioned 


date. She couldn’t be suspicious. Tim, 
as directed, would have gone straight to 
Leota’s. There wasn’t the sligh te t 


possibility ota h i h. 
“And surely,” thought Ch 


prayerfully, “she can’t hate 


ris almost 


dad s¢ 


much she'll announce right in the middle 


of an anniversary celebration that she’ 

left him! It’s got to work. Please God 

make it work!” 
Chris was chagrined to feel a 


cious trickle down her cheek, and dabbed 


her tears away hastily When Harl 
came in half an hour later he had 
1 1 ! 1 

bathed and dressed and was sitt ng at 
her dressing table arrang! the clustet 


of curls above her brow, 


Harley said, “Hi, beautiful,” and 
| ; 
kissed her, He asked, ‘ Everyth all 
set tor the cele ration?” 
“Everything.”’ Chris hoped she wasn’t 
exaggerating, 
Leota and Frank arrived first, with 


Tim, big and bony and grinning, 


In tow, 
Tim hugged Chris and shook 


I 
it nands 
with Harley and dragged out his pips 


| 
do 
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! 
e€¢ Said 


is a fine idea, Chris. I’d’a never 


yract cally movement. 


‘This w 


thought of it myself, but your ma will 


In one 


C |} . nodded. ‘“That’s what we 
t ought dad.”’ She trie Ito steel her elf 
against the pervasive charm of his 
ersonality, tried to remember that hx 
had ¢ en her mother to the brink of 
eparati it was'no use. Tim was 
[im and vou adored him, no matter how 


he might be. She 


hoped 


h that her mot] 


e hope 
ita little, too. 
‘Tim was tamping down tobacco with 


Hesa d, 


Maidy was comin’ 


suld feel like t 


a gnarled and practiced finger 
ven know 
vou. She didn’t say a wo 
about it pelore I left.” 


ce sounded a little strained, 


rad 
Gi 


decided on the 
You know, dad, 
lately. 


ess Sit 


mother 


‘ : er. 
Not quite 
Frank stare 


ticed any change. 


ne 


I 
arrested 


And Tim demanded, his pip« 


in mid-air, his dark ize level, “* You 


>? 


don’t mean your mas sick 
Ihe 


silent-fo 


bell chimed and a servant moved 
ited along the hall to answer it 
And Leota and Chris | 


the same breath, both hur 
' 
i 


began, both in 


rving to quiet 
ewildered, tha 


‘Not 


the fe ir, Stark 


looked out of their father’s eves 


; 
ad 


sick, da 


THEN MAIDA was 


coming in, with 


Jean and tall young Bill Travis behind 
her. Maida stop red, motionless, speech- 
less, at the sight of Tim. Jean had 
arranged her mother’s rrey hatr hiolkf 


and it made he 
v. Or 


1 I ' 
stood, her chin | ited, he reves upraised 


rsecem tall r, more regal, 


some verhaps it was the way she 


no 


lle 


WS daugn 


lim took a st 


I put out 
bie Kemer ms 


¢ 
ers 


quite realized what was happening 
their mother was encircled and his pipe 
| I 
was sp ling tobacco down her new blac ‘ 
coat But Tim was kissin her, so it 
didn’t seem to matter. Tim was savin 
with a funny little quaver tn his ull 


, “Gosh, Maidy, you look right 


Vorc¢ 


CC 
Ar d Maida was answering 


h inds 


he I plump 


fou 


squeezing his shoulders, 


don’t look bad yourself, Timmy.” 


And every 


1 ‘ 
was exclaiming, “Sur- 


And « 


your anniversary 


Ma da had the 


ngratulat 


rons or 


grace to color faintly 


under that batts of delighted glances. 
But no word was spoken which revealed 
that there was more here than met the 
eye—oh, very much more! And no mal 
present as remotely aware ofl the 
feminine intrigue which had brought 
wut this recon liation. In fact, they 
didn’t even know It was a reconciliation! 
The d nner was periect, ¢ ymplete 
ith toasts and laughte: And Chris 
yug , ner eves ill ht as sne views j 
the happv ct 1 about her table 
Na ( ( e ai ré to this cl Idren 
idea in | POSE 1] ble ik, | ) 
| t il i be tor «¢ id an | Y the 
Id ill ul ne May ¢ il Dd 
» 1@ Gia 
ii¢ le She ive Harley it the 
op e ¢ 1 of the table made h 
heart ki »Aa cat 
L i is t king, “If mother can 
{oO e dad, rite the \ iv he’s treated 
her, | it | e been pretty | ird on 
Fra 1K More times than | | Ke to remem- 
be : And s 1, too ive her spouse a 
tender nile 
As for Jean and her Bill, they ere 
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[’m sorry 
2 at all, if 
ie. Anna 


f Norah’s 
erday to 
why you 


na.” He 
od mono- 
be going 
premedi- 
She had 


?”’(Andy 
, kicking 
na to be 
e engage- 
h thrifty 
untry, so 
is illness 
ing.) 

astonish- 
/much?” 
ts of his 
ich him, 
1 take a 
ding the 
prinkled 
igue. It 
not the 


retorted. 
st your 
rity and 
y forfeit 


re than 
oralist!”’ 
sudden 
you to 
e moral- 


horrible 
'e-to-eye 
; naked 
of steel. 
tainly!” 
{ heard 


ys. Of 


, asking 
words. 
age was 
ir own 
charm- 
ing out 
u know 
nything 
orth. 
id. For 
ad, she 
y hada 
y was a 
ceep his 
gzerous, 
nal ad- 


; week; 
ssolved, 
ent wil- 
that he 


»yhintum 
e very 
not get 
on the 
ve ita 


ut you 
, when 
seizure. 
ling the 
ring at 
| sense, 
stidious 

him 


id went 
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into the cottage. She bathed, and 
changed her clothes. Then she Ia 
down on the living room couch. Lon 


ruld hav 


Iced within 


hours ahead to herself. She wi 
watercress salad for supper; 
cold sliced chicken; the sort of feminin 
meal Andy detested. 

A pleasant relaxation stole 


ove! her. 
rentl | { ‘ 
gentiy on the tirst 


Maybe she 


] 
dramatic 


She dozed, rocking 


waves of sleep. was bein: 


about a 


to hundreds 


too inte nse, too 

situation known 

of homes. Maybe 
Some time later, 


domestic 


she was roused by a 

Somebody 
house with 
Apprehension jerked 
She went quickly to the 


sound on the path. 


walking toward the 


was 
slow, 
deliberate 
her to her feet. 


steps. 


kitchen door at the rear of the house. 
That slow, heavy advance was 
Andy’s. His face was set in suffering. 


Lying across both arms was the limp 
figure of Anna. Her lovely hair was like 
a bright shawl hanging over his elbow. 
Her torn dress fluttered about his 
knees. She looked like fragility hideously 
broken. 

Andy now saw Norah. He staggered 
to an uncertain stop. She saw his lips 
move, but the words barely reached her. 
“Accident out here 

As he took another step, one foot 
awkward 


be yond gate 
shot out in suddenness, 
coming down hard on the grass beside 
the path. He regained his balance with 
difficulty. 

““Andy ’ Norah ran 
to him. “Tell me, are you i ‘ih 

He stood still, 
side. ‘Help me,” he whispered. 

With no more speech, they brought 
Anna in to the living room couch. They 
laid her on it, and then stood side by 
side, looking down at her. 

She was too young to die! 


what Is it 


swaying from side to 


This, then, 
Norah re- 
Her 


flowered 


was the single 
¢ el\ ed. 


fair hair 


impression 
She was too young to die. 
over the 
chintz pillow; her delicate 
seemed drained of life. (‘I could have 
had her for I could have liked 
her awfully well!’ thought Norah.) 
Andy to a chair. He 
sank into it, and rested his head on his 
hand, All the hig! 
had gone out of him; he looked a differ- 


spread 
features 


a friend. 
wavered ove! 


1, blithesome assurance 
ent person. 

Norah went to him. “‘Are you hurt? 
Tell me!” She wanted to gather him 
up in her arms, all the tall length of 
him, carry him to a charr, and rock and 
comfort him as if he were a child. She 
was even ready to soothe his desolation 
**Are you hurt?” 
don’t 


over Anna. 

“A little, perhaps. | 
Maybe shock.” 
blurred with weariness. ‘‘I was drivin 
back for something I'd forg 
truck coming fast on a curve sand, 
Do you think 


coud h. 


kne Ww, 


just His words were 


rotten 


ditched! 
she’ll die?” He 
His eyes sent Norah desperate appeal. 
And in that moment, like the clang of 


bell on bell, she 


- | a . 
summons to decide her future. 


no room 
glanced at the 


comprehe nded_ the 


Impulse pushed at her to do every- 


unconscelous 


dia eieal tk for the l vely, 


Anna; to keep her, if pr ictical, get 
nurses, turn the cottage into an Inlirm- 

' ' 
ary. She wanted to help Anna get well. 


Andy had brought her home like strang 


(** Here, lve hurt ber. Make 


You’re big and generous. 


tribute. 
ber well again. 
Take us both!’) 

It would be 
useful again; 


wonderful to feel vital 


and to earn gracious 


parole, and bask once more the peace 


of Andy’s gratefulness. 


THEN, QUICKLY, s weighing of 
emotional effect S oo shal IDV. No 
shful thinking could substitute grati- 
ide for companionship; that sort of 


th ny would be 


false pain-kille cs 


coddling hurts with a 
She must face facts. 
She went to the telephone. 
“What are you doing?” 
eT he Id no sul 
Finding wl 
d rectory, she lifted the 


the hook. “I want 


Andy’s whis- 
stance. 

ht in the local 
from 


Riverborough, 306, 


lat she soug 


receiver 


please » 

**Norah, 
we discuss plans first?” 

Now she speaking 
mouthpiece. “Dr. Shell? I’m so glad to 
lind you in. This is Norah Gray, in the 
cottage at High Surf Point. My husband 
and a friend have been in a car accident 


for heaven’s sake can't 


was into the 


looks pretty serious. Can you come 
at once?” 


“Norah I tell 


Andy shouted at her in a queer, 


I won’t have it, 
a 

you! 
shallow breathlessness. 


“Yes, Dr. Shell, better make arrange- 


ments at the Riverborough Hospital 
first. They'll both require surgical 


The ambulance? Yes 
I’m sure it wouldn’t be wise to 
here at the 


attention. 
of course. 
them 


care for cottage. 


Thank you, Dr. Shell . yes, hurry, 
please!” 
Norah gave to Andy, a last, long, 


steady smile. 
the front door, 
to look at Anna. 
break, 

She could not help them. Each must 
take care of his and her own life, after 
this, jointly or separately. Norah had 
reached the end of waiting upon self- 


being very careful not 
Even now she might 


centred vagaries. 

She went down the porch steps. The 
hummingbird was nowhere to be seen. 
The pale petals of the few delphinium 
blooms looked wrinkled and discouraged 
under the light of the afternoon sun. 

“No pallid second-growth; I'll not 
bargain and haggle for love by continu- 
ing to feed it the vicious food which has 
deprived me of it. That way is weakness, 
and hurts us both more than it heals.” 

At the bottom of the 
W hispered, “Gor \d-by, Andy a 

But even in whispering that word, she 
Thinking a farewell did not 
by leaving, 


steps, she 


wondered, 
make itso. Even acting one, 
might not in the end prove to be good- 


by. 


held 


freed 


long association 


you dragged at them; you 


Anchors of 
hard; 
yourself, but the 
still, pulling back. 

Walking 
herself one glimpse through the window. 
Andy couch. His head 
was bent, to be sure, but he looked lost 
and alone. She'd offered him, 
quick gesture, all he’d been so frantically 
seeking. And his heart, she felt sure, 
reeled backward from the gift. 

Temptation lay in wanting terribly to 
help him. “*No, I will not.” She walked 


anchors were there 


up the path, she’ allowed 


stood by the 


in one 


on. “Atleast, not now. Maybe, never.” 

Norah’s widom had ripened through 
storm as well as sunshine; too final 
decisions sometimes acted as boomer- 


anges; they returned to mock and hurt 


you, 


She went on. She reached the drive 


and the big lilac bush. She heard th« 
kitchen door fly open. Andy’s voice 
came to her. ‘Norah you can’t 
leave me like this. I don’t know what 


to do!’ 


She smiled a 


up in her throat. 


little. Compassion came 


“No,” she 


whispe red, 


Then she walked out of 
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How innocent is a “Stomach-Ache’’? 


A “STOMACH-ACHE” means some- 


thing’s wrong. 
True, it may be nothing danger- 
ous. But because it can be very 
serious, no one should treat such a 
warning signal lightly. 
p> All too frequently a severe so- 
called ‘‘stomach-ache”” means an 
acute attack of appendicitis—one 
of the more important causes of 
death among children, adolescents, 
and young adults. Yearly it takes 
some 16,000 lives in Canada and 
the United States. 
> Many of these lives are lost as a 
result of ‘‘self-treatment.’”’ Many 
could be saved if the following 
three-point safety rule were ob- 
served whenever intense abdominal 
pain persists for more than an hour 
or two:. 
1. Call a doctor. 
2. Apply an ice bag and remain 
quiet. 
3. Do not take a laxative, food, or 
medicine. 
The importance of prompt medical 
attention is clearly indicated in a 
recent survey of appendicitis cases 
made by medical authorities. It 
reveals that the death toll, among 
those who delayed going to the 
hospital from two to three days, was 


from three to four times greater than 
among patients admitted to a 
hospital within the first 24 hours. 
The survey further shows that 
fatalities, among those who had 
taken a laxative after pain devel- 
oped, were more than three times 
greater than among those who had 
taken none. 


‘ 


> Even if a persistent ‘‘stomach- 
ache”’ is not appendicitis, it cannot 
safely be considered innocent. It 
may mean one of a number of other 
serious diseases. 
> When in any doubt whatsoever 
about abdominal pain, call your 
physician .for safe guidance—and 
call him in time. Then if serious 
disease is indicated, an early diag- 
nosis and treatment may speed 
recovery, reduce the cost of illness, 
and decrease the possibility of 
dangerous complications. 

Send for Metropolitan’s helpful, 
free booklet, ‘‘Appendicitis.” 


i Metropolitan Life Insurance Company, ; 
| Dept. 7-L-40, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. ; 
i ! 
' Please send me a copy of your booklet, ' 
; “ Appendicitis.”” i 
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to side. “‘Good old Fidelia,’”” he mused. 
“What a sport was there she’d 
jump through flaming circus hoops . 

if the suggestion came up. Good old 
Fidelia!” 

“What you cannot, or will not, grasp 
is the unfair position you put me in. 
Always awaiting your royal condescen- 
sion always expected to overlook 
the lapses to amuse myself with the 
scenery.” 

“Why, in heaven’s name, don’t you 
pick up some interesting acquaintances, 
instead of sticking around here all the 
time?” 

The old, old question, brought out 
like a pill each time she complained. 
There was no answer to this; none was 
expected, 

Norah got up. A stiffening went 
through her like whipped-up batter. 


“I’m sick of your selfish behavior. I’m 
lonely. I’m speaking to you. Me, 


Norah Gray 
in this cottage with you! Does this, by 
any remote chance, interest you?” 

Andy laid aside his pipe. 
right here, darling.”’ His voice carried a 
deep, irresistible resonance. ‘I’m tbo 
frightfully sorry. I’ve been beastly.” 

She had not surrendered. “‘No more 
than usual, my dear.”” With the stocking 
trailing down her skirt like a gossamer 
snake, she’d walked out of the cottage 
and down the steep path to the spruces. 

“Oh, Andy,” she had said aloud, “1 
ought to leave you, or keep still. How 
can I help jumping, when small fires 
are kindled under my heart? If you'd 
just have your good times, Andy, and 
keep them where they belong, and not 
drag them home to lay at my feet for me 
to admire. Can’t you understand that 
you expect me to congratulate you 
about the very thing on which we may 
split? The situation has 
humor . . . but where does humor end, 
and self-respect begin?” 

Of course, Andy always took the car 
when he went. She couldn’t get away to 
hunt up counter-excitements; she did 
not require counter-excitements. She 
merely wanted what Andy had promised 

those simple country pleasures he'd 
ticked off on his fingers, before they’d 
left the city. There was little money to 
spare (less than ever, after Andy's 
illness); she had a small, tight savings 
account of her own, which nothing short 
of disaster would force her to touch. 

“This is really the situation. I’m not 
equipped like Andy. I’m hampered at 
every turn, because I love him. I’m 
fond of him. I care what happens to his 
And that, Norah, me gel, is 
the great difference between us.” 


your wife, who lives 


“Come 


aspects ol 


feelings. 


She wearied of brave adjustments. 
Maybe, in marrying Andy, she’d been 
guilty of bad judgment, even though 
she’d loved him. 


SHE CONSIDERED another matter. 
That dreadful night of quarrelling . 
words shouted which would forever roll 
through remembrance. 

“T will not be nagged, and tagged, 
had 


to some question 


and punch a time clock,’ Andy 
snapped, in reply 
about his coming home. 

“Very well,” she had replied, “but | 
will say this; when you stay up at these 
late ill-natured 
sleepy all next day. You ruin pleasant 


parties, you're and 
hours belonging to both of us; hours of 
our precious vacation. It’s my vacation, 
as well as yours. Or had you forgotten? 
There’s no excuse for your looking so 
jaded and haggard in the middle of the 
summer,” 
““Nobody particularly 


else seems 
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upset about my appearance. I’m sorry 
| made the effort to come home at all, if 
this thing greets me every time. Anna 
begged me to stay.” 

A chilliness sank to the root of Norah’s 
tongue. ‘‘You went in yesterday to 
meet Anna? I understand now why you 
had to leave so early.” 

‘*|-did-not-go-in-to-meet-Anna.” He 
measured the words to a spaced mono- 
“She just happened to be going 
All innocent and unpremedi- 


tone. 
in, too, 
tated, my dear suspicious wife. She had 
an appointment in town.” 

“‘Possibly with a hairdresser?’’(Andy 
going continually back to town, kicking 
around there, waiting for Anna to be 
finished with tiresome, feminine engage- 
ments, when there had been such thrifty 
planning to get away to the country, so 
he might fully recover from his illness 

that thought was infuriating.) 

Andy was gazing at her in astonish- 
ment. “‘Do you object so much?” 

How scale the giddy heights of his 
self-sufficiency, in order to reach him, 
and make clear that he could take a 
dozen Annas, anywhere—providing the 
whole procedure were not sprinkled 
with the cheap perfume of intrigue. It 
was the aroma which offended, not the 
act. Or was it? 

“Yes, I do object,” she had retorted. 
“T object strenuously against your 
selfish presumption on my charity and 
good nature. You should justly forfeit 
what you so glibly discredit.” 

“If there’s one thing, more than 
another, I abhor, it’s a female moralist!” 

“Then,” she’d laughed in a sudden 
jet of mirth, “I earnestly beg you to 
quit the precincts where female moral- 
ists poison the sweet air.” 

There had followed, after this horrible 
example of shrewishness, an eye-to-eye 
exchange of dislike; here was naked 
thought glittering like a thread of steel. 

“If you feel that way—certainly!” 
He had slammed out. She'd heard 
nothing from him for two days. Of 
course, he had taken the car. 

Then came an expensive wire, asking 
for forgiveness In sixty-three words. 
Next, flowers, though the cottage was 
filled with from. their 
garden. Then, Andy himself; charm- 
ingly, comically humble, reaching out 
both arms, folding her in. “‘ You know 
there’s no one else like you. If anything 
happened to you . . .”’ and so forth. 

Andy liad meant what he said. For 
the sake of the summer ahead, she 
accepted his repentance, and they had a 
merry time over supper. Andy was a 
glutton for life; he wanted to keep his 
refuge ready, and still make dangerous, 


blossoms own 


unnecessary Sallies into emotional ad- 


ventures, 


ALL THIS had happened last week; 
the thin interlude of fun had dissolved, 
as usual, under Andy’s subsequent wil- 
fulness; he must always do what he 
wished, 

Now, working alone in the delphinitum 
garden, Norah the 
accent of friendly advice. “‘Why not get 
all this tangled mess frankly out on the 


could hear very 


carpet? Let common sense give it a 
good airing.” 
Certainly, by all But 


simply couldn’t do this with Andy, when 


means. you 
he was caught in a romantic seizure. 
He practiced a nice skill in evading the 
issue; you found yourself sparring at 
emptiness. In the obvious, moral sense, 
Andy did no wrong. A more fastidious 
conception, however, would place him 
in dubious light. 


Norah finished the garden, and went 
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BEAUTY CULTURE 


ht be aan 


A DEPARTMENT OF 
STYLE, HEALTH 
AND PERSONALITY 


' 
i 
i 
f 
j 
Hy 


‘Don’t forget that zesthul relaxation 


is an important factor in meeting 


the strain of wartime 


By CAROLYN DAMON 








summer this year as though it had never 


re she said, “I’m going to celebrate 


give 

Bt happened before. Wallow in fresh air— 

NEW play hard—swim plenty—luxuriate in laziness. 

. by The sun and I are going places.” 

al She’s the trickiest little stenog I know. And 

ey all winter she’s been flying around helping in a 

ait canteen. Knitting. Working at her club to raise 

rly money with fashion shows, and teas, and bridges 
: —all after hours. She manages, too, to tuck in 


able plenty of her own special brand of war effort, by 
dining and dancing with men in uniforms, 
oly Now she’s turning outdoor girl with an enthus- 
vr iasm that leaves you breathless. = 
“‘And save your snickers,” she went on. “I’m 
not going to labor myself into knotty muécles, or 


qil- 


1in- 


; dive, oil-smeared, into water marathons On 
tet. the other hand, I don’t intend to lie around and 
wn 6 let my figure slip, or get my nose sunburned. 
ms .® This summer I’m going to take time out for fun. 
I’ve earned it. And I want to look and feel swell 
A while I do.” 


I was all for it. 

“Great idea,” I said. “Your mother needs a 
rest too, And your married sister who’s been 
working down at the Red Cross so much. She 
ought to have some zestful relaxation this 
summer,” 

“I’m glad you think so,” she explained de- 
murely, “ because that’s why I came to see you. | 
want to know what clothes I'll need for my two- 
weeks-with-pay binge as well as the rest of the 
summer. I want to be more than just smart, I 
want to look new. From here (patting a curly 
topnotch) to here (kicking my desk with a suede 
toe). On my salary, remember. So wiff you tell 
me how to get the most out of the sun without 
having it backfire on my skin and hair? And, oh, 

‘ yes—how to get myself up for star-time routine, 
too. I’m a big girl now and have dates, you know. 
his year I’ve been too busy to plan my th ngs 


the way I usually do. x Continued on next page 
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aye ei S977 A |Our Movie Manners é 


\ ° eb Continued from page 11 
Dusk Rose is a Divine 
| ‘ | MW 
ew Shade! So Flattering! 
(? my glove, I can get it later.” This can 
go on right through the feature, the car- 


says Lovely Deb, Miss Nancy Calhoun 4 okey Aan ap tity Sg 08 


droppers: As soon as you come in, hand 












a little furtive exploring, trying hard not 
to disturb you. When she does, she says 
apologetically, ‘Never mind, it’s just 





your gloves to your escort. Men seem to 
know how to handle these things.) 
There is this to be said for the polite 
glove-dropper, that at least she knows 
she is a nuisance, and does the best she 
can about it. This is only one of many 
signs that our movie manners on the 
whole have improved over the years. 
Many of the grosser breaches of etiquette 
have disappeared altogether. We don’t 
keep time to the music with our feet, for 
instance, as we did in the old days. We 





A pale powder and 
harsh sunlight 
mean hard, ugly 4 
shadows even 
for lovely 

Miss Nancy £ 
Calhoun. 





rarely eat peanuts, 


4 







ANOTHER movie-nuisance who has 
dropped out of sight in recent years is 
the Plot Forecaster. This is probably 
because most movie plots are now so 
familiar that the excitement has gone out 
of guessing what’s coming. However, the 
Movie Monologuist is still with us, and I 
suspect she is just our old friend the 
Plot Forecaster in a new form. Only her 
talk now, with only half her mind on the 
picture, has the dreamy inconsequence 
of murmurings under ether . . . “I don’t 
think it’s her own hair dyed, I think it’s 
a wig . . . Powder’s no good, the crea- 
tures just go into the rugs . . . How do 
you suppose it ever stays up, without 
Dusk Rose keeps Nancy exquisite even any straps, I’d be petrified ¥ 
in harsh electric lights or brilliant sun. 4" A glare will usually subdue her, for a 
£ y little. But presently the murmur starts 
up again. 

PP > SS Most of the above reproaches, | 
realize, are aimed at my own sex. There 
should be a few male misdemeanors 
listed, just to balance things off. But the 


Dusk Rose eee exciting new summer fact is, though I hate to admit it, that 


men’s behavior in the movies Is practi- 


shade in Pond’s anti-shine Powders... | «ly perfect: 














Soft, Romantic 


| Men take off their hats the minute 


reflects a softer light they come. They find their seat, put 


their possesstons under it, and forget 
about them. They don’t squirm or shift 


TTRACTIVE Nancy Calhoun Pond’s “anti-shine” Powders .. . or lose things. They don’t change seats. 
finds that with Dusk Rose, absorb harsh lights and reflect They don’t converse, or encourage con- 
° ee versation in others. 
her face is even more bewitching the softer ones from your face. Sometimes I wonder why they go to 
than ever. And on hot summer ‘They make powdering a far less the movies at all. ¥ 





days when she rushes around frequent job! 
Descriptions of Patterns 












having fun from morning to mid- ; E . i hae a 
Py a ' . Let Dusk Rose make you as No. 3431—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 re- 
night . s y 7 as e . ° ° quires, 3%, yards 35-inch; 3% yards 39-inch 
gmt, she 100K8 as lovely a5 &@ romantic and bewitching as this fabric. Price, 20 cents. : ' 
a No. 3426—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 
8 ; be , ‘ , ; . 
ummer rose young belle. requires, 4 yards 35-inch; 3% yards 39-inch 
a fabric for dress; “% yard 35-or-39-inch fabric 
That 8 because the strong sum- > a - ‘ ” D for detachable revers. Price, 25 cents. 

- F Pond’s “‘anti-shine’? Powders No, 3419—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 
mer sun or the glaring electric ss . requires, 4% yards 35-inch; 4 yards 39-inch; 
p , come in seven lovely shades in 3% yards 54-inch plain fabric: or 4% yards 
lights can’t cast hard shadows on aia is ame 35-inch lengthwise striped fabric, Price 25 

15¢, 30¢ and 60¢ sizes. “ONo, 2494—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16 
: - 424—Sizes 12, ’ » 16, 20. Size 
her face. Dusk Rose 6 and all x requires 3% yards 35-inch; 3% yards 39-inch 
Send for free samples today of fabric for dress; 1% yards 2-inch width in- 
- sertion for bow; ™“ yard 1'2-inch width short 
° cleeve “7 . rar ace edg , . 
the special summer shades: lovely eee eae 4'%2 yards lace edging. Price, 
4 = ne ee a | No. 3438—Sizes 6, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 12: 2% | 
Rose Dawn, Rose Brune tte, Sun- yards 35-inch; 2% yards 39-inch fabric for 


dress; “% yard 35- or 39-inch fabric for con- 
trast. Price, 15 cents. 
No. 3324—Sizes 6, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 12: 1% 
shade of all, Dusk Rose. Pond’s vards 32-inch; 1% yards inch fabric for 
blouse; 3% yards 32-inch; 3 yards 35-inch; 
1% yards £4-inch fabric for long overalls: 2 | 
vards 32-inch or 35-inch; 1% yards 54-inch 
fabric for short overalls. Price, 15 cents 


light... and the newest, smartest 









2 





Extract Co., of Canada, Limited, 
Dept. CM-7, 92 Brock Ave., 





No. 3339—Sizes 2, 4, 6, 8. Size 4: 2% yards 
32-inch; 1% yards 35-inch; 134 yards 39-inch | 
Toronto. | fabric for dress; 7% yards %-inch braid or 
bias fold tape for trimming; % yard 35-inch 
(Free offer expires Nov. 1, 1940) | °e yard 39-inch fabric for panties. Price, 15 
cents. 


No. 3343-—Sizes 1, 2, 3, 4, 6. Size 4: 1% yard 
35-inch; 1% yards 39-inch fabric for dress 
¥%4 yard 35-inch; 39-inch or 44-inch fabric for 
collar; % yard 25-inch; 5% yard 39-inch fab- 
ric for panties, Price, 15 cents, 
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pleasantly in back and front, but leave 


you plenty of sunning room, are very 
good. Fuller lines without tight-waiste d 
‘T hose 
patio and sun deck outfits are simply 
slick 


ing bodice lines, or free-sw inging blouse 


exaggeration are the smartest. 
full swinging trousers, and flow- 


tops, In the loveliest color combinations: 
solt \ iolets and blues and greys; or rose 
and oc hre and mulberry - or clear vellows 


with beiges and greens. Decorative 


hats, or shawl headdresses, are smart 
with them. Slacks are fuller and even 
more comfortable than of yore. Terry 


cloth beach robes, and beach shawls, 
and big colorful waterproof bags, are 
beach paraphernalia that’s new and gay. 
So You Want to Look New. 

All right. 
Checkered or striped or gay-patterned 
cotton for daytime; softly fringed jersey 
or silk for evening. Then there are 
smart-looking ones that you 


Your first bet is a shawl. 


aprons 
keep on for out-of-the-kitchen and even 
outdoor work. talking of 
replacing smocks with them in offices. 
Won’t we feel quaint! 
have colored summer shoes to look new 


They’re 
You’ve got to 
this season. Platform soles, of course, 
with perforated wedges, wooden heels, 
cork soles. Fabrics and plastics are all 
the smartest. And the gay colors in 
multi-shades and circus stripes, and 


plaid in bright plain tones are very new. 


It’s new -season to have matching 
bags and turbans; bags and sho s; hoods 
and bags: embroidery or beading 
touches on dress and hat, or bag and hat. 
But do be careful in getting too much 
emphasis on hands, head and feet. If 


you re given to a slight spreading effect 


in profile, this will emphasize it. The 
printed frock, with a plain jacket is 
grand, and slimmimg in effect. The 


striped or dotted bodice and plain swing 
skirt takes inches off hips. 

And it was never considered more fun 
to havea family costume. Try cardigans 
lor everyone, from the three-year-old, 
to father, all alike, with initials on. 
Wear sister outfits, mother and daugh- 
ter twosomes, boy and girl mates. 

If you go in for moonlight bathing, 
there’s a long full skirt you can get to 
tack on over your bathing suit for 
Get a long jacket, 
military style with flap pockets, fastened 


} 1 wIMe 
between Swims, 


right down the front, to wear over your 
long shorts. Have a firecracker-red box 
Wear the 
new copper penny color in a skirt and 
jacket with white. Have a sailor-girl 
dress for sailing, short-skirted, with 
braid trim, fly front and square collar, in 
spun rayon, royal blue with white. Wear 
ve Continued on next page 


jacket for an evening wrap. 





How ta Wash and Iron a Shirt 


ROBERT BENCHLEY would prob- 


ably make it very funny—but it’s no 


joke to a woman. Not with husbands 
as fussy as they are about how their 
shirts are done up. Here’s the best time- 
saving and result-getting method yet 
evolved by a Canadian woman who has 
been doing it professionally for years. 

Before putting the shirt in the wash, 
soak all parts in cold water for an hour 
or overnight. The fabric will retain 
color better if it’s full of water. W ash it 
in fairly hot, but not too sudsy, wate: 
for ten minutes. Rinse twice—and a 
little softener in the first rinsing will 
make it softer to wear. When putting it 
through the always hold the 
collar points together, putting the collar 


through first, and see that the stripes go 
It will be 


ringer, 


through the ringer straight. 


Your War Work 


then found to be much easier to iron. 
Dry outside if possible, freezing in 
winter if the sun can’t get at it. Don’t 
try too rapidly, but get thoroughly dry. 
Dampen well and roll shirt (or shirts) 
alone in a cloth, seeing that the moisture 
has gone all through. Laying on the 
table to dampen and straightening and 
folding the sleeves will help the finished 
look. Leave overnight or longer. 
Toiron. Try this order. First, back 
and yoke, then the sleeves, then cuffs, 
then front and finally, collar. Do the 
wrong side of the collar first, then the 
right, putting your hand under the 
collar and shaping the front seam with 
the iron tip. Never fold (except for 
travelling) and always hang on a hanger. 
Have the iron about as hot as you would 
for linens . . quite hot. x 


CAMP LIFE FOR EVERY CHILD 
“Every child at summer camp” would be one of the most 
worth-while war slogans women’s clubs could have, accord- 
ing to an important military official. 
The finest camp sites in the world are scattered all through 
Canada. Every community has men and women who are 


experienced in wor 
them. Summer camps wou 


k with young people and who understand 
ld serve the threefold purpose of 


getting children into good physical condition, clearing their 
world of the war tension for a time. It would teach more and 
more young Canadians to live together and know each other 
and to share together the munificent bounty of their country. 
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“GOOD FOR 
YOUR SKIN 


Palmolive’s New 
Mild Blending”’ 







NOW PALMOLIVE'S 
GENTLER THAN EVER! 
| NEVER THOUGHT PALMOLIVE 
a COULD BE IMPROVED, 


BUT THIS NEW 
> & 


: PALMOLIVE 
a 
er” 




















LASTS LONGER / 
AND 

PALMOLIVE 

COSTS LESS 

| To USE Now. 
ITS FIRMER 
TEXTURE 
MAKES IT 

LAST LONGER! 


REALLY IS 
» GENTLER 
™) THAN 












BEFORE! 





LOVELY NEW PERFUME 
.- ELIKE PALMOLIVE 
EVEN BETTER FOR MY BATH, 
SINCE IT HAS SUCH A LOVELY 
NEW PERFUME, SO DELICATE 


\ AND REFRESHING! 






















‘te te 


Let Palmolive, made with gentle Olive Oil 
keep you “Schoolgirl Complexion’ all over! 


ET 3 cakes of the new improved 

Palmolive. You'll be thrilled to see 
how quickly it brings to all your skin a 
fresher, lovelier, longer-lasting youth- 
fulness. 


Follow this simple beauty treatment 


Here’s the easy Palmolive beauty treat- 
ment that’s recommended by the world’s 
foremost beauty specialists. For your 
face, throat and shoulders, and for your 
bath, gently massage into your skin a 
warm, rich, Palmolive lather. Cleanse 
the pores thoroughly. Rinse with warm 
water, then with cold. That’s all there is 
to this simple beauty treatment. Yet 
there is no surer way to help keep real, 
all-over skin beauty. 





GIANT BATH SIZE 
SAVES YOU MONEY 


Remember, nothing will keep your 
skin smoother, softer, lovelier, than the 
gentle Olive Oil Palmolive’s made with. 


Listen to Palmolive's ‘‘Happy Gang’’ C.B.C 

Network, Mon., Wed., Fri., 1 to 1.30 p.m 

Eastern Daylight Saving Time. See your radio 
log for local time and station 
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REMEMBER, DR. DAFOE CHOSE GENTLE PALMOLIVE 
FOR THE LOVELY, LITTLE QUINS 
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“Why not dress 


and be done with it!” 


= ——, 


A father-in-law 
learns some 
present-day hints 
on child care 





1. FATHER-IN-LAW: Now look: I know 
you wanted:a girl. But you got a boy! 
Come to your senses and treat him like 
one! 


MARY: Who says I'm treating him like 
anything else? 





3. FATHER-IN-LAW: I still call it nonsense. 


MARY: Look ... my doctor specializes in 
baby care. He says a baby’s system is the 
most delicate thing on earth. Everything a 
baby gets should be made especially for 
him .. . even a special laxative! 





5. FATHER-IN-LAW: Um sounds 


reasonable. 

MARY: Certainly! That's why I always 
have castoria handy. It’s made ony for 
infants and children... hasn’t a single 
“adult” drug. So it’s mild enough for the 
tiniest system. 


him like a girl 










rs og & 
4a 
F4> xe- 





2. FATHER-IN-LAW: Don’t make me laugh! 
You've got enough speciaL gadgets for 
that child to open a drug store. 

MARY: Why, of course I use special 
things! Name me a mother who doesn't! 


4. FATHER-INLAW: A special laxative, 
too? Good night! 

MARY: It’s logical, isn’t it? You wouldn't 
dream of giving an infant the same foods 
you eat. Then why give him a grown-up’s 
laxative? 


6. FATHER-IN-LAW: Sounds good so far 
... but will he take it? 


MARY: Just watch! It'll do your heart 
good to see him go for the wonderful taste 
of Castoria . . . I wouldn’t know what to 


lo without a bottle of it in the house! 


there are a lot of us in the 
So will you slip into the 
groove, and give?” 

“*Check!’’ I said. 

So I’m giving. I’ve been all of a fever 
about the summer clothes ever since 
the midwinter Paris and New York 
openings. And busting to talk about the 
plain, patterned, 


il bet 
same spot. 


thrilling new cottons 
striped, checked, sheer, crisp 
able, and sunproof! AII set to keep you 


uncrush- 


good 
And 
the fresh, clear colors this year, used 
with white, or with the cheeky, boomps- 
a-daisy patterns. Jacketed sheers for 
cool careering, and those luscious new 
patio and sun deck outfits for lounging. 
Parasols for your feminine lapses, and 
knee socks for lighter moments. Feather- 
weight plastic shoes, with rocker plat- 
forms, and aprons that won’t stay in 
the kitchen. And shawls, shawls, shawls. 

But that’s just pulling them out of a 
hat. 

Here’s our summer sun-time schedule 


| ’ 
a bDosss 


cool and lovely from 
morning to a beau’s good night. 


for you. 


The two-weeks-with-pay binge. 

Don’t go holidaying with workaday 
clothes! For travel or city slickness get 
a dark, uncrushable sheer with a jacket. 
Frosty white beads and shoes and a 
white hatband on your wide dark hat 
will mark you definitely 1940. Especially 
if the skirt is swishyful, the bodice 
tucked and the waistband widened. 
White gloves turn you into one of the 
better grade tea-hounds, A figured 
rayon, in leaf green and white, made 
shirtmaker style, with kick pleats in the 
front of your pleasantly full skirt, and a 
set-in, tucked yoke in the neckline, 
would be a grand all-wear kind of dress. 
Then get a crisp seersucker on more 
casual lines, with big pockets for your 
small junk and easy-action sleeves and 
full-gathered skirt. In peppermint 
candy stripe and grey, with a turban to 
match. You can golf in that. A plain, 
forest-green jacket of featherweight 
flannel will go with them both. And 
with a dark green or grey swing skirt 
just above the knees when you wear 
knee socks for hiking and a candy pink 
and a soft white sweater, as nifty extras. 

If you’re having one white outfit, 
point it up with color. All-white doesn’t 
rate as it did in other years, It’s always 
smart in soft jersey or rayon, on club- 
verandah sitters . . . but this year you 
flip a gay shawl or a bright belt, or some 
attention-taking shoes into the white 
wardrobe to give it verve. 

Besides your wide summer hat, get a 
cocoanut, or fabric, or light straw hat 
not too widé, but casual. Make it 
natural, or white, or dark green, with 
Hatlessness is a sign of style 
this don’t be 


white. 
decadence 
dated! 


season. So 


Play Clothes That Really Play. 

A country or seaside holiday calls for 
at. least a couple of play costumes. Call 
them country casuals if you’re a grand- 
mother . . . but be sure to have them. 

Knee skirts and socks are good right 
through the thirties, and tops for the 
They’re grand for housework 
and cycling. And there are new cycle 
slacks with straps to catch in the fullness 
Shorts are 


teens, 


when you’re in action. 
longer, and even for tennis, short full 
skirts are catching on tremendously, 
Bathing suits are jersey plains or 
cotton prints, made in simple casual 





| Everywhere 
| Runproofs. 
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women are praising 
“So free!” they say. “So coolly soft!” 
“Runproofs are light as a breeze!” 
“You can bend, stretch, leap in Run- 
proofs!” “They’re soothing and 
smooth!” 

And they’re so prac- 
tical because they ab- 
solutely cannot run. 
Wash perfectly, too—- 
a whisk through suds, 
a quick rinse, no 
ironing. 





On Sale ot Leading Stores 


Vests - 
Gowns 


Bloomers - Slips 


Pyjamas_ - 


LOCKNIT RUNPROOF 
UNDERWEAR 


**Buy by the Label”’ 


Panties - 








Thousands keep Mentholatum 
on hand in summer, ready to 
apply the moment their skin 
is sunburned. This gentle, 
healing balm covers the hot, 
inflamed skin with a film of 
cooling, medicinal ingredients 
that quickly take away the 
pain and help promote quick 
healing. Buy a 30c tube of 
Mentholatum today... for 
Sunburn, Insect Bites, 
Aching Feet and 
Chafing. 
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MENTHOLATUM 


Gives COM FORT PET) 





LE CORNS 


® Corns are caused by 







pressure and frictior But 
now it $ easy to remove 
them. Fita Blue-Jay pad 
(C) over the corn. It re 


lieves pain by removing 
A corn is a plug of dead ™ 

Is (A) whose ba press- 
es on sensitive nerves (B), 


pressure. Special med 
cation (D) acts on corn 
gently loosens it so it 
can be lifted right « 
Get Blue-Jay Corn 
Plasters today—25c for 6 

















Cc AST O R i A style. Both glove-fits and chorus-girl- BAUERE ¢ 
satin effects are out. Sir sle lines with BLU E-JAY. ASTE 
skirts and necklines that come up “ a 


The modern — SAFE — laxative made especially and ONLY for children 
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FASHION SHORTS 





just an idea, 


BELLS on your parasols 
but all the girls who use ’em sound very 
cheerful. And if you have an extra couple 
of bells, tie them onto the straps of your 
beach shoes—let folks hear you coming! 


BIG GIRLS wear beach rompers, just 
like little girls. These are called “ Baby 
Panties” and are very cunning. Wear 
them under very full ballerina skirts, and 
tiny jackets—it’s a must sea fashion for 
the young 


LILLIAN RUSSELL’S 
many years ago come back with much 
fluttering femininity. But the style 
you'll like best is the very large collars 
and cuffs of frilly white or pastels to top 
your dark little dresses. Dinner dresses, 
too, use them wear a Cameo brooch or 
a small velvet bow to carry out the 
lovely soft illusion left over from the 


bygone years . 


THE SHEER dark coat is always a 
beloved fashion for summer. For those 
“dressy” occasions when you like the 
added smartness of a coat. Am seeing 
these in black or navy sheer crepes, skirt 
length, bell sleeves—and the smarter 
ones are faced, or striped, with narrow 
strips of matching satin 

SWEATER NEWS—very startling! A 
new sweater we call “Half and Half.” 
One sleeve is one color, the other sleeve 
in contrast. These sleeves are attac hed 
to bands that you tie crisscross over youl 
bodice. (For beach wear, they’re wear- 
ing them without a bodice underneath 
SO you show your bare midriff 

quite an important summer theme, by 
the way.) Down here the “halves” may 
be bought separately, so you can mix yout 


own color combinations 


BARE KNEES for your play togs are all 
the rage. Wear your play shorts o1 
skirts above your knees, your rolled 
socks below them. Rub plenty of cold 
cream into your knees, if they're un- 
pretty. Some gals also rub In a touch of 
cream rouge . if your knees are 


dimpled all the better! 


SHAWLS still play the game for day, 
night. Large plaid 
squares dr: EM arias he ‘ 
quares draped shoulderwise do a grea 
deal to brighten up a summer dress trom 
other years 


afternoon and 


fashions of 


Kay Murphy looks 
over what New 
York's fashion 
centres have plan- 
ned for summer — 
and tells all! 


APRONS, too, come into the parlor, go 
to the beach and haunt every place, 
even the kitchen! Striped, plaid, 
checked and plain . . . a quick pick-up 
to a jaded dress 


I’M TOLD that women, wisely, are not 
discarding their girdles and such for 
summer comfort. The new foundation 
garments are light as a feather, anyway 

and all our figgers need a little encour- 
agement, no matter how slim we are. 
So hang onto your corsets they 
do more for you in the summer even 
than in the winter, for ’tis now they are 
great helps to a smooth, well-fitting 


appearance. 


HURRAH FOR the red, white and blue! 
Our midsummer and beach fashions go 
patriotically tricolored. Gay as a flag 
. a white linen dress with vestee and 
deep hem in candy-striped red and blue 
. a blue cotton dress with deep red 
and white belt and matching turban 
red beach slacks with white shirt and 
blue bolero red, white and blue 


striped bathing tuit. 


CARTWHEEL hats—another summer 
fashion you'll like. The bigger they are 
the better you’ll look in them. For a 
large hat does flatter most faces. In 
deck them 


up with flowers, veils and ribbon stream- 


straws, laces o1 pastel felts 


ers if you wish, or band them plain. 


COLORED HEELS and toes on sum- 
mer stdckings to peek forth from heel- 
less and toeless wedgies. These stockings 
are very smart and, | think, rather too 
wealthy for most of us. But some girls 


I know are taking their ordinary silk 


hose and drawing varicolored — silk 
threads through the heels and_ toes! 
Look almost like the originals, yet of 


course much less costly. lake the dea 


for what it is worth 


OLD DECORATIONS have Just coms 
in from Paris and are appearing on the 
lapels of the smarter suits and coats. 
‘These are ré plicas of military medals of 
honor, ribboned in the tricolor. And 
then there are some very tiny medals, for 


evening wear, Makes a cal look almost 


' 
as important as a gene ral! 
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ESCAPE TRIO 


/ You can’t miss the road to romance with 
WH fingertips in Peggy Sage WHIMSY... 


fragile pink, irresistibly feminine. 


WK Z One-way ticket to gayety—HOT PINK, the 


most alluring date bait in town! 


Get away from it all in SPRING FEVER’s 
blue-red flattery—the season’s glamorous 


release from reality, 





nm ’ . . ~ e . 

The Smartest Manicurists use Peggy Sage Polish. If you 
are bothered with split, cracking nails, ask your manicurist for 
the complete Peggy Sage Manicure. You may find in it the answer 
to your fingertip problem. Distinguished clients of Miss Sage’s 
Salon say her polish “wears like iron,” 

{t all departmental and better drug stores 
PEGGY SAGE INC. 


LONDON PARIS 


MONTREAL New YORK : 
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| a white piqué suit with black accessories. 
Be a sissy in a white cotton shirting 
blouse, with long shorts of dark cotton 
twill, for fishing. Have a white pique 
bonnet with a black fine veil; washable 
white swagger gloves with wide cuffs; 
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white meringue drop jewels with the 
new mint julep in a fresh linen frock. 
Wear a gingham dress for marketing, 
with a large flat sailor hat. Have a 
flower necklace to mate the blossoms on 
your hat. Wear a corsage of apple 


ae se Bead 
pin 
fp 
OTe ae ee 
| eat, ity 
SG 
a Bs, 
ose 
a) 


t 


2 

ay 3 a 
- i “oo re 

f é ry) 





NT to?” 


«. 
es 


Fs 







ap aa 
ve 
SEP OE 


AS <n 
eee ast 


= 


re 

~ % 

Bx 
P 


a) 


as 
co 
rey 
& 
a 
SPC Se 
ats? 


ge 





blossoms with a tiny apple appended. 
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Wear a gay plaid petticoat under your 
white organdie frock. Get a frock of 


bittersweet brown with white lingeri 


hs 
al 





ed 
% 
4s 
rd 
a, 


— 
Ente 
ee 
Py 


Ce 
ne 


ean 
oa Ns 
a 


Us Mercouizep Wax Cream to help you obtain 
| a fresher, smoother, lovelier complexion. It 
flakes off the duller, darker, older superficial skin in 
. od : | iy, invisible particles. You will be thrilled with the 
For Dining and Dating. pay et ea aawediant in your appearance, Try 
| Mercolized Wax Cream today. 
‘j , inve Phelactine Depilator 
br ight red - re shawl i -_— d in white F anti coed facial’ hair euichiy and 
and cross it over in front with a huge | easily, Skin appears more attractive. 
Try Saxolite Astringent 
AXOLITE Astringent refreshes the skin. De- 
‘ lightfully pleasant to use, Dissolve Saxolite Ce 


touches. 
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Wear a white sheer crepe dress with a 





clip, as grandma did. Wear a boxy 
white tweed jacket for a wrap over a 


aiclaw ; : _ ade ' } in one-half pint witch hazel and pat briskly on 
paisley printed dress made with full | of OM Several times a day. 


skirt. It’s really smart to get cotton | Sold at all Cosmetic Counters 
wash dresses for evening with sleeves 
and wide skirts. Frosted organdie that 
won’t crush is a favorite. Or the whit 
shirtwaist in chiffon with black taffeta 
skirt is a languorous-looking affair for 
smart dining. Marquisette gauze over 
rayon taffeta, in sleeping blue, is a new 
combination for a dreamy kind of gown 
with pearly buttons, baby tucking and 


lace. Cotton voiles in lovely prints are 
very smart. Try a long black bodice, 
fitted, with a white chiffon skirt printed | 
in tiny black circles. White mousseline | | 
with a deep hem and narrow ruffles of | | ' }. 
black Chantilly, and a little waist tied ; ' 
A with narrow velvet ribbons ts one of the Truly Lovely Har— 
most romantic of evening gown types. - 
Gb QO if S Pink champagne is the new shade in | That glint of sunlight sparkling 
plain heavy crepe dinner frocks. Victor | like a jewel from the tip of 


| Steibel makes one with full gathere. | waves and curls is the sign of 
health and youth—the unfailing 


| 66 4 skirt caught on below the corseted waisi-_| 
e €, octor i oa band. After all, why not be cleverly | result of the regular use of— 


ae , ed daly Wik cance | EVAN 
...WhatAntisepticdo 4 
you use at the hospital?” 











bodice and full skirt? It will wash | WILLIAMS 


beautifully and make you look like a 


star-lighted blossom. Try parting your S bel A M Pp O O 


hair simply in the middle and drawing 
6 : a ‘ORDINARY’ 10 ‘CAMOMILE’ 
it into a knot or a network of tiny ae a aca ge Cc. 


FOR FAIR HAIR 
eacH 


braids in the back, if you’re wearing a | . 

little old-fashioned shawl number, with | Keeps alta Young. 
a jewelled clip across the back. Glamor- | 
ous sandals, or the new low-heeled 


pumps are grand for summertime | 
dancing. 
There are new summer suedes that ° 
are so light and flexible they weigh only st POR, 

2 : A) J - 
about six ounces, Away Goes iS . 


i DR. SCHOLL’S KEEP 
Pain and Out YOU FREE OF CORNS, 2 
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Keeping Your Hair and Skin in Come Corns liepebeeboyaer 
Condition. n 
EverSoQuick! ~“SXtaaaieans> 


Remember that the first face burn 
gives you a bad start for summer. Begin 

















with a regular summer-tanning pro- 
gram, with a smooth burnproof 
cream to keep you from getting parched, 


*‘DETTOL!’ guards the lives of thou- human tissue, pleasant to use, having 
—_ 7 the poets mae Sonesce) an agreeable odour, and non-staining. 
wards of our leading Canadian hos- eee 
pitals and so is effective enough and ‘DETTOL’ Antiseptic has been 
safe enough for use in your own home, used for years by British doctors and 
even for intimate personal ' British homes. It is now being 
use. ‘DETTOL’ — several used in Canada, too, for cuts, abra- 
times as strong as pure © sions and bites, as a gargle for sore 
carbolic acid, non-poi- throats, a cleansing deodorant in the 
sonous, yet gentle to bath and all personal uses. 


Then you'll tan to a luscious honey 
shade. A moist protective foundation is 


the most important part of your |. : ‘ae ; ’ 
Try this famous new Clinic-tested relief—the New 


summer make-up, with a dust ing of Super-Soft Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads. Pain goes quicker; 
powder toned a little darker than your shoe friction and pressure is stopped more effectively. 
; ey : **Breaking-in” discomfort of new or tight shoes is 
skin. Clear reds or pink tones are good avoided, and corns, sore toes and _ blisters pre- 
. : rE vented. These soothing, cushioning, fleecy pads are 
in cosmetics this summer. Be sure to now 630% softer than before! That's what makes 
cleanse all the day’s wear and tear from them vastly better. New, thin SCALLOPED EDGE 
; 2 molds pad to toe with form-fit smoothness. Do not 

your skin with a good cream and pat | come off in bath. Separate Medica- 





tions included for removing your 
corns or callouses, Cost but a trifle 
and more for your money than ever! 
7 , Sizes for Corns,Cal- 
and wind wrinkles are apt to appear. | louses, Bunions, 7 

\ 
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YOUR DRUGGIST HAS 


‘DETTOL’ 


(TRADE MARK) 


THE MODERN ANTISEPTIC 
Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limited, Pharmaceutical Dept., Montreal 


on nourishing cream for night, especially 


around your eyes and mouth, where sun 


ae ‘ Soft Corns. Ir 
Don’t forget your hand Jotion and get | Oa he aa 
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good dark glasses with gay rims. Make- 





up is natural this year, and so are ro Venel ris) 





os 4 
hair-dos, A good permanent and . 


regular oil shampoos will keep your WY di TG Zino-pads 


loc ks in shape. Ww ! 
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New under-arm 


Cream Deodorant 
safely 
Stops Perspiration 


{ 


Does not harm dresses —does not 
irritate skin. 


No waiting to dry. Can be used 
right after shaving. 


Instantly stops perspiration for 1 
to 3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration, 


A pure, white, greaseless, stainless 
vanishing cream. 


Arrid has been awarded the 
Approval Seal of the American 
Institute of Laundering for being 
harmless to fabric. 


More than 25 MILLION 
jars of Arrid have been 
sold...Try a jar today. 


AT ALL STORES WHICH SELL TOILET GOODS 
(Also in15 cent and 59 cent jars) 








} unbroken crescent. 





the serve, racket and body made one 
He was quic k and 

light as a cat, taut as a violin string, fluid 
in motion as aswift wind. Mark saw how 
a girl could fall in love with such a man, 
and he was miserable. 
He did not think 


refused him, however. 


Leda had really 
Every hour had 
pointed to this one, and he was not con- 
vinced that all was finished. For weeks 
he had steeled himself to ask he r. Noth- 
ing could be settled with a single “no.” 
He had that tortured expression on her 
face to give him hope. She did not look 
like a girl happily in love with another 
man, 

“We've got to talk this out somewhere 
else,” he said. 

The match was over. Clyde was shak- 
a man whose 
name Mark had forgotten. He saw him 
around every night. Clyde was coming 


ing hands with the loser, 


toward them. , 

“Pll see you tonight, I suppose,” she 
said dully. “* The White Pigeon. If we’re 
not there, look in at the RainbowRoom.” 


HE FOUND them in the White Pigeon. 
It was small and intimate. They couldn’t 
make themselves at home in the Rain- 
bow Roédm as they did here. The pro- 
prietor practically let his guests run the 
place. He charged them enough to cover 
It was good publicity, 
besides, to have, occasionally, a wrecked 
bar, a quick fight, a couple of chairs 
thrown. It brought in the sucker trade 
looking for wicked night life. 

Mark couldn’t help finding Leda and 
Clyde. They sat in a vortex of torn paper 
and were surrounded by a milling group 
of men who were laughing, shouting and 
pufling smoke about Leda, who didn’t 
smoke because she didn’t like it. 

“Hi, Mark,” Clyde called cordially. 


you on tearing telephone 


the damages. 


““How are 
books?” 

“What for?’ asked Mark, taking the 
chair left for him. Leda smiled absently. 
The waiter waded 
torn telephone books to bring him a 
drink. 


“To test the strength of the fingers,” 


through the mess of 


Clyde explained. 

*“Why don’t you try it?” urged Leda. 

**T don’t see the sense of it.” 

“Don’t they have telephone books in 
your monastery?” Clyde taunted. 

The for him, Mark 
realized. It was a trap, a stupid sort of 
one to humiliate him. He didn’t feel 
humiliated. He felt, instead, indifferent. 

“Or maybe you'd like to bend a silver 


stage was set 


dollar?” suggested Clyde. 

The crowd watched for trouble. They 
hoped for it. Subtly 
Women and girls drifted over to see the 
Mark wondered why they wanted 


they closed in. 
fun. 
to see him bested at such a silly pastime, 
or to see Clyde shamed 

“*T know better ways to use a dollar.” 


perhaps. 
“Know any better ways to use yout 
>) 
hands? 
He thought, for a moment, he might 
get a violin from the orchestra leade1 


and show them. He would be as stupid 





as they were, if he did. They were all | 
trying to bend silver dollars now. Mark | 
thought it was the most childish spec- 
tacle he had ever seen. Che most 
obvious. Everything Clyde did was 
ypvious, provoking Mark to use his 


hands In unaccustomed Ways, tossing 
rotten remarks into the crowd, egging 
others to bait Mark. Clyde was a bully 
and thought, as bullies do, that Mark was 


Of Mark knew how 


Clyde’s mind worked. 


afraid. what? 


He could sit quietly, cl se to | eda. 


could wait until the mess 


He didn’t care. 
He | 


1 | 
was cleared, | 













SCRUBBING AND BOILING 
CLOTHES IS TORTURE 
DURING THIS SWELTERING 
HOT WEATHER 











I'M PARTICULAR... 
i LIKE A SNOWY 
WHITE WASH 







SO DOI! THAT'S WHY | 
USE RINSO. IT CONTAINS 
ANEW “SUDS BOOSTER” 
THAT MAKES IT GIVE UP 
10 3 TIMES AS MUCH SUDS 
AS 16 WELL-KNOWN BAR AND 

PACKAGE SOAPS TESTED~—EVEN 
IN OUR HARD WATER 

















WHY AMY, IT'S FOOLISH TO SCRUB AND BOIL 
CLOTHES ANYTIME WHEN THERE'S A SOAP LIKE 
THE NEW RINSO. IT SoAKS CLOTHES 
CLEAN IN AS LITTLE AS 10 MINUTES 
ees AND ITS SO ECONOMICAL 














NEXT WEEK 


| ORDERED A BOX OF THE NEW RINSO. 


IT'S MARVELLOUS! | HAD THE EASIEST, 
COOLEST WASHDAY OF MY LIFE... 
| DION'T TOUCH THE WASHBOARD 

OR BOILER 
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RINSO’S ACTIVE SUDS SAFELY SOAK 
OUT DIRT WITHOUT HARD SCRUBBING 
OR BOILING. AND IF YOU EVER SAW 
A WHITER, BRIGHTER WASH THAN 
MINE... I'D LIKE TO KNOW WHERE 


I'LL TRY RINSO NEXT WEEK 











TRY RINSO'S RICHER SUDS 
FOR DISHWASHING. IT LOOSENS 
GREASE IN A FLASH...TOM 
SAYS IT BEATS EVERYTHING FOR 
WASHING HIS MILK CANS AND 
SEPARATOR... AND | FIND IT AS 
EASY AS EVER ON HANDS 
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Clean—Ends Sweltering Washdays 


@ Never again do you need to steam 
yourself to a frazzle scrubbing and 
boiling the family wash! For the new 
“Top-Speed”’ Rinso SOAKS clothes 
clean—gets them up to 10 shades 
whiter, helps them last 3 times as long! 
Rinso is safe, too—easy on clothes, easy 
on hands! And it works like magic in 
hard water—prevents that nasty grey 
scum that makes white things and 


bright colors look so dingy. Get 92. 


a giant package of Rinso today 
—treat yourself to this grand 
work-saver at once! 

at 
__TUNE IN — 


featuring Edward G. Robinson. 


“BIG TOWN” 
Every Tuesday Evening. 
CBC Network. 


’ “Top-Speed” Rinso only soap 








a «3 SIZES 
- SMALL 
LARGE 


| GIANT 


recommended by 26 washers 


“BIG SISTER "’—featuring Alice Frost, Every 
Morning (Monday through Friday), 


See local paper for time and station. 
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IPS 
LIKE THESE 

NEVER GO 
BEGGING! 








Romance comes to the mouth 
that’s kissable—the mouth that’s 
soft and young, the mouth that 
uses Michel! 


Some lipsticks make lips lined 
and dry. But oh! the difference 
with Michel! It keeps lips soft 
asa baby’s. The heavenly shades 
bring out the beauty of your 
ota the depth of your eyes, the 
loveliness of your teeth. Michel 
Lipstick is a balanced lipstick. 
It spreads evenly—gives a feel- 
ing of freshness. Discover 
Michel for yourself. 


SEVEN ENTRANCING SHADES 
Blonde + Brunette « Cherry « Vivid 
Cyclamen « Raspberry « Scarlet 
Sizes: De Luxe + Large + Popular 
+ 
WHICH IS YOUR SHADE? 





























LIPSTICK 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER 
60¢ Value for 25¢ 


Send 25¢ stamps or coin and back will 
come 4 trial lipsticks (each valued at 
15¢) iad pairnncins shades. Check the 
coupon for the Blonde or Brunette 
assortment. Try them all. Decide for 
yourself which is your shade. 

Harold F. Ritchie * Co., Ltd., Sales 
Agents for Canada, Toronto, — 


enclose 25¢ for the introductory specia 
4 Michel Lipsticks) Brunette Ui B 














Oriental Cream 


GOURAUD 


applied to exposed 
parts will prevent sun 
and wind burn, giving 
an attractive appear- 
ance at all times. 
Whute, Flesh, Rachel, Sun-Tan 





Smart Women 


who seek a smart address in New York 
find it at this famous Club, which offers 
varied cultural and recreational facilities 
as well as full hotel service, Non- 
No leases. From 


members welcome. 
$2.50 per day single for room ‘with 
private bath; $14 weekly. 


AMERICAN WOMAN'S CLUB 
353 West 57th St, - New York 
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| Beauty 


| C ontinued from page 7 





the dress and I want you to have it. You 
earned it. Whaton earth will I do with it 
if you don’t keep it? I can’t wear it,” he 
laughed, thinking, ‘ ‘It won’t be the last 
gift she’s given by a dazzled admirer. 
This is the beginning for her—of what?” 


“Oh, Mr. Atwill!”’ 


in her eyes. She grabbed his hand 


The tears shone 
and 
squeezed it. 

you, 
It was 
blue 


**Here’s someone wants to see 
he said, stepping back, smiling. 
Richard Mann, all dressed up in 


serge, his hair plastered down with water, 


his dark eyes dancing—tall, broad, 
embarrassed, a god. 

She looked at him in speechless 
wonder. 

“Oh, gee, Aggie, you were—swell! 
You look wonderful in that dress. You 


Say, can I take you home? I’ve got 
the car.” 
“You—didn’t see my mother out 


there, did you?” 
He shook his head. 


““I—guess she must have gone right 
home. I guess she must have been too 


tired to wait for me.” 


AT THE broken gate to the Ferguson 
house they stood in the warm June 
darkness, murmuring, laughing softly, 
watching the soft radiance of the moon- 
rise. 

‘Aggie, there’s going to be a dance at 
the Grange next Saturday. Come with 
me?” 

**T can’t dance, Richard.” 

“T’ll teach you. I'll bring you over to 
my house and we'll turn on the radio and 
I’Il show you the steps. Please.” 

“IT haven’t anything to wear.” But 
she did have now—the dress, the won- 
derful dress. She touched it in rever- 
ence. 

‘Wear that dress. 
it, Aggie.” 

From the dark house beyond the gate 
a door slammed. “‘Ag-gie! Aggie!’’ cried 
her mother’s harsh, complaining voice. 

“T’ve got to go in,” Aggie murmured. 

“Say you'll go with me to the dance, 


You’re beautiful in 


and come over tomorrow and learn some 
steps?” 

“All right.”’ She lifted her face to him 
in wonder and joy. Could it be true, was 
this happening to her? Richard Mann 
asking her to a dance? Suddenly he 
caught her arm, bent swiftly and kissed 
Then he turned, leaped over 
Aggie 


stood as still as death, one hand pressing 


her mouth. 
the low gate and got into the car. 


her heart where the dagger of ecstasy 
pierced to’ the quic k. She could not 
move, nor speak, nor breathe. 

Her mother came crashing down the 
path toward her in the darkness. Aggie 
turned slowly, full skirt sway- 
ing. A faint beam of moonlight 
upon her, like a muted stage light. 


her soft, 
shone 
She 
looking at her mother with a 
dreamy 
The woman stopped in the path and 
She had started 
out of 7. house, quickened by swift, 


anger and dark fear. Aggi 


ic W 


STor rd 
strange, smile. 


tared at her daughter. 


urgen as 
out there in the dark witha boy. Aggie, 
who had turned into a beauty ina night 
Her fear pounded in her breast, her rage 
darkened her face. But now she stood 
as one struck down by a sudden blow, or 
a bright, unearthly vision. 

The the dark silent 
before her on the path, moved toward it, 
still smiling, her face lighted. ‘‘ Mother,” 
“Mother, dear.” 


girl saw figure 


she whispered, 

















Yes! Craven ‘A’ are always 
cool and kind to the throat. No 
wonder they are the largest 
selling Cork Tipped cigarettes 
in the world. 


WILL NOT AFFECT YOUR THROAT 
a In packets 25c. 


Also in the NEW 


HANDY BOX, 50c. 
. Ideal for the pocket 
or handbag 


CRAVEN PLAIN 


— without cork tip — 
same fine quality as CRAVEN ‘A’ 





CARRERAS LTD., LONDON, ENGLAND 
150 YEARS’ REPUTATION FOR QUALITY 
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BACGACE 





HOW ARE YOU - AT REMEMBERING NAMES? 


If you want to travel in style and comfort 
loo the “Aeropack”—A 


name that’s worth remembering because only 


remember name 
the genuine Aeropack offers you the happy 
appearance plus its 
exclusive crushless packing features. You see, 
the Aeropack is patented by McBrine. . 

And only a McBrine dealer can show it to you! 


combination of smart 
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“ONLY McBRINE MAKES THE AEROPACK (Reg. Trade Mark) 
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jerked at th 
passionately tend 


The woman forward 


sound of that low, 
voice. She caught the girl in her arms, 
strained her desperately to her hard, 
empty breast, tears streaming down her 
bitter face. 

“Oh, my 


little girl.” 


little girl. My beautiful 


What Price Glamour ? 


Continued from page 13 





same substance, he thought, and he 
turned to tell Leda of his discovery. She 


was staring into the distance beyond the 


players, her face so unhappy, so tor- 


tured that his thought seemed un- 
important. 
He edged his chair closer until he 


could talk under his breath without dis- 
turbing those around him. ‘What is it, 
Leda? Let me help.” 

She started guiltily. 
unusually white beneath the white cap. 
nothing to 


Her face seemed 


‘““There’s nothing wrong, 
help.” 

Le knew she was not telling the truth, 
because a desperation within her sud- 
denly communicated itself to him. He 
would not have chosen this place, had 
he planned in advance. He would have 
said it might happen under moonlight, 
or on a snow-covered hill bathed by the 
stars. But an inner compulsion gave him 
no choice of time and place and atmos- 
phere. 

He cupped his hand under her elbow 
and, almost strangled by emotion, whis- 
pered, “* Leda, 

She applauded an excellent service 
She had known 
had dreaded it. 


” 
marry me, 


before she answ ered. 

this was coming. She 
For the first time such a request left her 
“Why?” 


without a sense of conquest. 


she asked. 
I’d hoped—all 


‘Turn around 


**Because I love you. 
these weeks 


once and look at me.’ 


please, Leda. 


‘There’s nothing to see eyes.” 
“Why do you feel such contempt for 
me? You didn’t at first.” 


“Haven't you enough fiddles in your 


in my 


studio without needing a tenth or 
a fourteenth?” 
“There’s never been anyone but 
” 
you. 


“That isn’t important,” and yet by 
framing the words, she made it so. She 
knew there had never been another, that 
every kiss he had given her had signi- 
ficance for him. He hadn’t gone through 
the length and breadth of the world like 
Clyde, yet she did not want her solitary 
enthronement to assume any proportion 
“We haven’t anything in 
common after all, Mark.” 
“We have our love.” 


“Have we?” 


her eyes. 


He was hurt. He would not believe 
that they didn’t have love. He couldn’t. 
Not after the way they had come to- 
gether, after their night in Philadelphia, 
after the loneliness, the ardor, the glad 
surprise of these weeks, even the mis- 
under standing. 

“Leda, you’re hiding something.” 

“Suppose I am.” 

“Is it Clyde?” 

She wouldn’t answer. She applauded 


the winner off the court. She applauded 


Clyde on. His match was to be the 
finale, and the greeting he receive 


reflected the crowd's expectation of a 
good show. 
When he lifted 


his racket and arched his body back for 


was a spl ndid animal, 


Mark had to admit Clyde 
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THE COUNTESS OF NORMANTON 
lives at Somerley, the great country 


Y, 1840 
a: . house in Hampshire. 
| promised to make myself over—l Th ' waething fai _ ; E Lady N <—'KEEP MY COMPLEXION 
, I * 9 : _ = ir worse than a Very energetic, Lac 7 Normanton > 
mary ne moment of fear happened to him. He loves an active sporting life. She RIGHT’’ 


all 





“I’m to do all the making over?” 
“IT don’t see why. Leda! 


You 


I love you the wv i\ 


Bamboo 
sweetheart please. don’t need 
any making over. 
you are. What are you talking about? 
Why does anybody have to be changed?” 

She turned madly into the park. 
Why? Why? She didn’t know. Shi 
thought if she could wreck the car now 
without killing them, she wouldn’t have 
to answer. Her soul cried to her to yield, 
But her mind had been poisoned by 
Clyde. It clung to the poison. It didn’t 
want to be cleansed, She was bitter, she 
was disillusioned. She felt so weary that 
she wanted to cry Mark’s 
shoulder. Could you love a man and 
hate him at the same time? Could you 
love the boy in him and hate the man? 

“1 don’t think I can love you enough, 
Mark,” she said. She didn’t recognize 
that as the truth. 

“That means you don’t love me at 
all.” 


It began to rain as they emerged from 


against 


the park. 


epped upon the stage fee ling dismally 
unprepared. He swept the audience 
with his gaze, tri d to place his v ision of 
Leda in one of the boxes and failed. And 
in that instant when the plastic quality 
of creation usually possessed him, he did 
not feel 


scarcely fe It receptive, 


fluid and nonresistant. He 


The concert was a civic venture and 
was on the air. Hannah and Joe scarcely 
know what 
would hear. Their only prayer was that 


needed to listen to they 
the change might be so subtle that others 
would not notice. The critics, however, 
had trained ears, and were paid for find- 
ing flaws. Perhaps they did not have to 
dig too hard. 

When, upon their return, Ben stealth- 
ily slipped the clippings into Hannah’s 
hand, he carried their import stamped 
upon his face: 

For the first time in his public 
Mark Corby displayed an 
unevenness of tempo and mood . 

Inconsistency is one of the faults 
not hitherto fastened upon the youth- 


career, 


; “You'll be marrying that weight- ful Mark Corby, but last night 
its i lifter Clyde?” he accused. We trust Mark Corby is not going 
res : “Maybe I will!” she retorted, coming the way of all prodigies. Last night 
; to a grinding stop before her house. there were distinct breaks in his 
wile “Think you can walk home in the rain?” execution. His superb streamlining 
' was less than superb, by which we do 
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One 


ay 
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THERE WAS no happiness for Mark. 


He tried desperately to whip himself 


into shape for three days before he had 
to leave for Chicago, but slow, steady 
repetition is the way to perfection, not 
the sudden spurt of energy, and in his 
heart he was reluctant to go. Immedi- 
ately after the train started, he was 
sorry he had not asked Leda to come to 


Chicago. He had thought of it, but he 


did not feel he had the right to ask her 
to take a long trip. There had been no 
clean break between them, but neither 
was there joy and understanding. 


Ben 


and Ernie accompanied him, 


not mean that he has slipped . 

He played in Washington in April. He 
appeared in Boston in May. He could 
strip off the veneer, but he had lost 
something which was not to be recap- 
tured. In Washington the critics mur- 
mured. In Boston they spoke out. 

““You should have let me cancel,” he 
stormed. “I told you I was tired.” 

Post-mortems were useless. Except 
for one appearance at the August Music 
Week Festival, which Mark made every 
year, he had no concerts until a radio 
booking in early October. The family 


vr Continued on page 34 








is fond of dogs and there are ten 
in the kennels at Somerley. 


Ambitiou 


les Gir 


QUESTION: Lady Normanton, how do you 
ever find time to keep your skin so 
smooth and glowing? 


ANSWER: “I'd never find time for com- 
plicated, lengthy beauty care. I’ve found 
that Pond’s Creams keep my complexion 
right. I never fail to cleanse my skin 
thoroughly every night with Pond’s 
Cold Cream.” 


QUESTION: How do you prepare your skin 
for flattering make-up ? 


ANSWER: “I like my complexion to have 
a smooth, pearly look. That’s why I use 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream as my powder 
base. It smooths away little roughnesses 
so that my skin is soft and ready to take 
powder beautifully.” 


BUT THEY BOTH GUARD 
THEIR COMPLEXIONS 


THE 


SAME FAMOUS WAY 


s | re 
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by i QUESTION: In your opinion, Miss Holden, 
: ; what things help most in a career girl's 
still success ? 
” ANSWER: “Interest in her job, willingness 
i to work and a good appearance! But 
* ; nothing cheats your looks like a dull, 
i : ° 
--4 ' cloudy skin, so you can bet I’m always 
i sure to use Pond’s Cold Cream to keep my 
i skin really clean and soft. I can count on it 
let : to remove every trace of dirt and make-up!” 
clet t ° ° . 
t MISS JANET HOLDEN has been QUESTION: Don’t outings in the wind and { 
ells working for almost two years in sun make your skin rough and difficult | 
ae Long, long ago the brunette discov- a leading department store—is Py to powder! 5 
; ered ‘the loveliness of white against ambitious to be a buyer some day. F ANSWER: “Oh — little skin roughnesses i 
oe ae ‘ , : oy 2 ° lon’t w >a bit! I just use anothe 3 
' her olive skin and raven wing A Sunday ride in an open car is — ; — cue ~ - z ony - ¢ 
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' _ ’ jen H appetite. 1en her young man Cream. And besides smoothing and 4 
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\ ' mer versions of the contrasting suggests stopping for " hot dogs, protecting my skin, it’s perfect for powder. } 
- : ; ne ersions trastin¢ c 7 Pf : : , 
ree Left, white chiffon and Miss Holden thinks it’s a fine idea. base and overnight cream because it’s 
; heme et, ae | ; ; vi "> 
a satin with an enormously full skirt | absolutely non-greasy! 
ate : saul ui II 
, and balloon sleeves and right, an or 
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blue crepe with the long line torso. 


> : i o Photograph by Frances Turner. PO \ DS . 
2 | Lie" | PONDS 


Rush special tube of Pond’s Cold Cream, enough for 9 treatments, 
with generous samples of Pond’s Vanishing Cream and Pond’s Lique- 
fying Cream (quicker-melting cleansing cream and 5 different shades 
of Pond’s Face Powder. I enclose 10¢ to cover postage and packing. 
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“What's he signalling S.O.S. for?” 
“He means ‘Send our Sweet Caps:” 


SWEET CAPORAL CIGARETTES é 


“The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked.” 


Worthy of Admiration... 
Gleaming White Kid Shoes... 


‘*Shoe Store’’ beauty comes quickly back to white shoes when 
you use Meltonian White Kid Cleaner. Easy to apply, this English 
treatment renews the original lustre without streaking — and it 
won't rub off! 2S cents for the generous-sized bottle —at good 


stores from coast to coast. 


MELTONIAN 


WHITE KID CLEANER 











What none of them sensed was that 
Mark had powerful hands. He could do 
better than tear a telephone book. He 
could finger and bow for twelve hours. 
He could play a concerto four times in 
succession. He had hard 
rubber ball in his pocket all through 
childhood and worked on it every spare 
moment. Later he had used one of those 
which fighters 


carried a 


with springs 


gadgets 
train with. 

[he spectacle began to grow boring. 
He turned questioningly to Leda, and 
( ‘ly de interce pted the look. “‘ Running to 
sister for comfort?” Clyde said. 

Mark pushed back his chair quickly. 
The crowd fell away, but not too far 
away. Clyde rose slowly. He took 
Mark’s measure scornfully, but Mark 
never moved. A girl behind Clyde was 
preparing to scream, And _ nothing 
happened. 

Mark answered evenly. “No, I think 
I’ll take sister where the amusement is a 
little more adult. Coming, Leda?” 

He raised her by the shoulders, felt 
her tautness, her fury, the dry cold of her 
bare shoulders. Perhaps Clyde had 
played into his hands, he thought as they 
made their way out. Clyde’s made a fool 
of himself. 

But Leda was angry at him too. 
drive my own car.” 

“T’ll send the garage man back for 
mine,” he retorted, getting in beside her. 
He tossed his hat into the back seat, let 
the wind play through his hair. He saw 
no reason for her disgust with him, and 
it frightened him. 

“If you had anything in you but 
dainty little music notes,” she cried, 


“Til 


““you’d have smashed his face when he 


talked to you the way—the way he 


did.” 

‘“*That’s what he wanted.” 

“Then why didn’t you give it to 
him?” 

“Did you expect me to, Leda?” 

She glanced mockingly at his gloved 
hands as if she did not think he could 
crush a fly with them. “‘Isn’t there any- 
thing more important than those ten 
fingers of yours?” 

“You are, Leda.” 

“And your honor?” 

“I don’t see how my honor is in- 
volved.” 
was connected with the heavy-handed 
stupidity of a fellow like Clyde Dun- 
ning. It would have been taking a dare 
to strike him. Childish. 
He certainly failed to see how splintering 
Clyde’s jaw would save that which 


Nothing as sacred as honor 


Purposeless. 


wasn’t really threatened. 

She didn’t One 
another, in their circle, they all fought 
for a place in the sun. Mark was no 
fighter. Life had been made easy for 
him, Clyde was right. He was a coward. 
He'd 
been clumsy about the whole thing, but 
at least he had taken the glamour off 
Mark, for her to see what a musician 
was really like, 


answer, way or 


Clyde didn’t deserve any credit. 


ee don’t expect anybody to ficht with 
their fists for me,”’ she exclaimed. “ But 
that 


I’ve been taught there’s a code 
among men 

“I won’t get into a brawl for any- 
body!” he fairly shouted. 


“Too proud to fight—eh?” 


“Too old!” he cried. “Listen to me, 
Leda. What’s the matter with us?” His 
voice dropped, That curieus break she 
had noticed before almost penetrated to 
the core of her, but she wouldn’t let 
it. “I’m in love with you. I asked you 
to marry me. I’m asking you again. | 
can only offer myself for what I am. If 
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| KEEP THE 
FAMILY SHOES 


SHINED BRIGHT 





NUGGETS THE 
POLISH TO DO 
IT RIGHT ! 





The most popular brand all 


over Canada because of its 
excellent polish and 


servative qualities. 


pre- 


Black, Blue and all shades of Brown 





44 
write to Nurse Drew... 


Every married woman should send for 
Nurse Drew's booklet, ‘Personal Hy- 
giene’”’. In concise, sympathetic terms it 
gives the knowledge and advice that 
makes for a happy, confident married life. 
Learn how simply and daintily Rendells 
provide complete, healthful protection by 
the method which, after fifty years, is still 
foremost in the confidence of women. 


Fill in and mail this coupon today. 


FP eeu eee = eo oe a” ! 
Nurse Drew, c/o Lyman Agencies, Ltd., ! 
286, St. Paul Street West, Montreal, P.Q. 
[} Please send me copy of the Free Booklet | 
‘Personal Hygiene’ t 

{ 

I enclose $1.00 for full size carton of Rendells i 

' and Free Booklet, to be mailed, prepaid, in j 
' plain wrapper ' 
! 

NAME i 

| ADDRESS ' 

’ ' 

D-30 | 
i 


Rendéells are easy and ready-to-use; positive and 
quick in action. Harmless to the most delicate 
membranes. Separately wrapped in foil, in boxes 
of 12. Just ask your druggist for 


RENDELLS. 
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Simplicity 


3426 





Crisp...Cool... 
Casual... 


Simplicity 
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Simplicity 
3431 
t of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Ave Toron 


Simplicity Patterns may ! 
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Grand snapshots are waiting to be taken on every trip...on every 
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outing...and some of the best of all are right around home. Words 
can’t express what you see, or memory save it. But a Kodak does both. — 

‘dina | 

W here 


home. 
ol and 


a When a snapshot’s 


ies a winner...chances 


** Did 
You 


ae are it was made on 


Your Kodak Film 


sie 

rypsy 

eda? 4 : . 

sani" : ITERALLY millions of snapshots 
- A are made every week by people 

ter. 5 2 . . 

pose ©) who have discovered the ease and 
F certainty of getting grand snap- 

‘ood- “ “ft ; . ; 5 

; shots—simply by loading their 
Idn’t “ cameras with Kodak Film. 

If you're using an average camera, 
> OF Kodak VERICHROME Film will 
ein, j ; 

give you best results, day in and 
it or day out. It takes care of reasonable 
her é : ; 
exposure errors. It performs bril- 
ss?” i liantly even when the weather isn’t 
the i j : le 
hic : just right. You can count on Veri- 
Ss : ‘ 
lark i chrome every time 
and ‘ Si on 

: NEW—~An Important Safety Margin: 
me ° ae ; ; sd m ‘ > 
ee. : An exclusive skiving process 
ion. : provides, in all popular Kodak Film 

| 7 sizes, a safeguard against light leak 
along the edges of the film—an 
extra assurance of better pictures 
as . 
hat with Kodak Film. 
Ive 
~ e ” 
an, 
dd In Canada KODAK is the registered trade 
of mark and sole property of Canadian Kodak 
ur ° ° a . 
I Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario. 
iS /, : . . 
RyZ Hundreds of Canadians are employed in 
re A - the Kodak factory at Toronto where Kodak 
ad Film is made. Thousands of other Cana 
ng lians contribute raw and fabricated products to 
e supply this modern plant. Your purchase of Kodak 


Film benefits Canada by giving employment to 
Canadians. And you get better pictures with this 
a famous film — 7t’s right for Canada because it is 


made in Canada. 





Accept nothing but 
the film with the trade 
mark KODAK on the box. 





On Sale Now! 


WAR SAVINGS 
CERTIFICATES 


A direct obligation of the Dominion of Canada 








“Since the momentous day of last September, hun- 
dreds of thousands of Canadians have been asking 
themselves, ‘What can I do to help win the war?’ 
“One answer is, ‘By saving!’ Every man, woman 
and child in the Dominion can now make a direct 
and continuing contribution to Canada’s war effort 
by saving not only his dollars, but also his nickels, 
dimes and quarters to buy Canada’s War Savings 
Certificates.” 


« * MINISTER OF FINANCE, 


WAR SAVINGS CERTIFICATES: are repayable in seven 
and one-half years. If you hold them to maturity, you will re- 
ceive 3% on your money — your investment will increase by 
25%. They are sold as follows:— 


Fora $5 certificate you pay $4 
For a $10 certificate you pay $8 
Fora $25 certificate you pay $20 
Fora $50 certificate you pay $40 
For a $100 certificate you pay $80 


TO FIT ANY BUDGET: You can take advantage of this 
patriotic and profitable savings plan, whether your savings are 
measured in dollars or in occasional nickels, dimes and quarters. 
Canada’s War Savings Certificates are expressly designed to 
appeal to the man or woman of modest means who cannot 
afford to subscribe to war bonds of larger denominations, but 
who desires to do something tangible to assist the Country’s 
war effort. 


CHILDREN TOO: = Even children can purchase War Savings 
Certificates, using their coppers, nickels and dimes to buy War 
Savings Stamps at 25c each. Sixteen of these stamps will buy 
one $5. Certificate. 


DEVELOP THE SAVING HABIT: You can purchase as 


many War Savings Certificates as you like, up to $500 maturity 
value in any calendar year. Buy them when you wish — buy 
them often. Remember, systematic saving is successful saving 
— and your Country needs your money. 


REGISTRATION: Each War Savings Certificate is regis- 
tered in one name only, and is not transferable. 


REDEMPTION: War Savings Certificates cannot be called 
for redemption by the Government prior to their date of ma- 
turity. The owner, however, has the option, after six months, 
of redeeming his certificates for cash at fixed redemption values. 
In urgent cases, advance notice will be waived. 


Get your War Savings 
Certificates or Stamp Card 
today. Your employer will 
gladly arrange to make 
weekly deductions from your 
wages to buy War Savings 
Certificates. 


Complete information and application forms at 


BANKS, POST OFFICES ann DEALERS 
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could only pray that with a long rest, 
more leisure and exercise, a month in 
North Bridge, and then a month’s trip 
west for pleasure, that some adjustment 
would take place between him and Leda, 
final one way or the other. 


BEFORE THE men left, one Tuesday 
early in June, Mark called Leda again. 
Sick with pain and longing, hungry for 
the sound of her voice, he seemed quite 
unable to give himself to any kind of 
routine, old or new. In a sort of atone- 
ment, he spent a few hours each day in 
the studio, but retribution was impos- 
sible after all, and his work quite un- 
satisfactory to him. By some miracle, 
Leda herself came to the telephone this 
evening, but her voice was neither 
encouraging nor gay when he spoke her 
name. There wasn’t any “Hello, Bam- 
boo,” “‘ Hello, Biscuit,” soft murmur and 
low laughter conversation any more. 
That was lost somewhere, after the tele- 
phone book incident. 

He said, “Are you all right, Leda? 
Where have you been?” 

“Right here, Mark,” she answered. 
“Busy. Your season’s over, but mine 
goes right on. There’s a great deal to do 
here.” 

“Don’t you come into town at all? It 
hasn’t been hot.” 

“There’s no special reason why | 
should. You leaving town soon?” 

“Not for a while. Won't I see you 
before I go, Leda?” 

There was a reluctant pause. “If you 
want to trek down here, of course 

“T’Il come whenever you say.” 

“This week-end is as good as any. 
Make it Saturday morning, any time. 
Mess jacket is good enough for Satur- 
day night. If one of your bodyguards 
drives you down 

“T’Il come alone.” 

Leda returned to her mother’s sitting 
room, where she and Alice and Grant 
had been talking when the telephone 
rang. By another miracle they had no 
guests this night. They were drawing 
breath for the big week-end, and what- 
ever the others felt, Grant Kimberly had 
been grateful for this quiet and homelike 
scene. In town he and Alice dined at 
home alone, once a week, as a ritual. Of 
course Leda had been privileged to share 
this family occasion, but not once dur- 
ing the winter season had she taken 
advantage of the offer. Thus far, only by 
accident they had had a few of these rest- 


Your War Work 


clava helmets. 





particularly wanted. 


FOR RED CROSS WORKERS 


HERE'S a call for all Red Cross knitting supplies — 
everything, that is, except wristlets and knee-caps. Par- 
ticularly turtleneck sweaters with long sleeves, and Bala- 


Hospital supplies of all kinds are needed urgently, with 
a special emphasis on amputation covers for legs and arms, 
made from fine white wool. Men’s convalescence jackets, 
made from smooth-textured wool are also specially requested. 


Keep in touch with your local Red Cross branch as they 
receive regular instructions from headquarters for what is 


ful evenings, all of them enshrined in a 
secret corner of Grant’s memory where 
he kept his sentimental notions of home. 

Leda resumed her place on a stool and 
rested her chin on her mother’s knee. 
“We'll have another overnight guest, 
mother. Mark Corby.” 

Alice was working on a small tapestry. 
She gave hours to this work daily. “‘ Did 


you say Mark Corby, darling? You 
mean the violinist person? Coming 
here?” 


Grant laughed contentedly. “Your 
tone of voice, Lady Alice—as if he were 
a wandering troubadour or a gypsy 
fiddler.” 

“But do you think it wise, Leda? 
Musicians are so different, dear, aren’t 
they? Will he mix?” 

“*There’ll be so many it won’t matter.” 

Grant blew a smoke ring. “I suppose 
they’re human,” he said. 

“Not quite,” Leda answered wood- 
enly. 

“Then I should tell Craig, shouldn’t 
1?” Alice put in, rising. 

“You can tell him tomorrow.” 

*“Tomorrow there'll be six more, or 
eight, and then what a mess we'll be in, 
won't we? I’Il find him now.” 

“It’s about time I learned to knit or 
crochet, I suppose,” Leda said when her 
mother had gone. 

“Going into retirement, Angelpuss?” 
Grant made himself comfortable on the 
flat of his spine and stretched out his 
legs. ‘Are things between you and Mark 
as bad as that?” 

‘**There are no‘things’ between me and 
Mark.” 

“Don’t keep so far away, Leda. Come 
over here by me. I couldn’t help over- 
hearing your end of the conversation. 
You weren’t too cordial to Mark Corby.” 

“I didn’t feel too cordial.” 

“Quarrelled with him?” 

““N-no.” 

If she were in love with Clyde, as 
appearances sometimes indicated, that 
love was not bringing her all-inclusive 
happiness. If Mark Corby was the man, 
then certainly their love was an odd 
thing, little joy and a great deal of 
travail. “You remember before your 
mother and I were married, Leda, | 
warned you I was going to treat you as 
I would my own daughter?” 

““You have, darling.” 

“I said that meant being kind and 
indulgent with you, but sometimes being 

xy Continued on page 36 
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Rosemary 
and 
Priscilla 
Lane 





PHNWERE are five Lane sisters—Lola, 
Leota, Martha, Rosemary and Pris- 
cilla. Rosemary and Priscilla are the 

youngest, and the home described is theirs. 

Lhe Chinese philosopher has said, al 
picture is worth a thousand words.” So in 
the two Warner Brothers pictures, “ Four 

Daughters”? and “Four Wives,” there are 

many thousands of words to tell a story of 

the home life of these two young stars. In 
their own home, as in these two screen hits, 
will be found the same existing loyalty, the 
same love of family, friends and home. 
Their home in Laurel Canyon is situated 

a short driving distance from Warne 

Brothers Studio. It is a one-story ranch- 

type house, simple in construction, yet 

warm with friendliness. The fence, which 
encloses the lawn, is of white rails and posts. 

It is a grand little place, typical to the dis- 

trict, so typical in fact that one doesn’t 

realize it is the home of such famous stars. 

A word more about Priscilla and Rose- 
mary before we go inside their home. Their 
real name is Mullican. So proud were they 
at Lola and Leota’s success they decided 

to assume the name of Lane also. So did 

their mother, who is their constant com- 

panion. Even today she has full charge of 
the house, and her self-appointed tasks are 
many. One especially is to get the girls up 
in the morning, Start them off, not to s¢ hool, 
but to the studio. ‘Pat’? and Rosemary 





have come a long way; they started their 
careers with Fred Waring’s Pennsylvanians 
and ended up stars in one of the largest 
motion picture studios in the world. 


NOW TO step inside their home. You will 
be pleased to find that the same simplicity 
prevails as it does outside. All the rooms 
are light, airy and cheerful, for the many 
large windows take full advantage of the 
California sun. 

A taste of luxury is seen in the well- 
furnished living room. This room is done in 
white and grey, with built-in “sunken” 
shelves placed inside the walls. Flowered 
chintz drapes half-cover the windows, while 
a stone fireplace adds that certain promise 
of coziness for chilly evenings. 

Off through a double-doored hallway can 
be seen the ‘‘rumpus room,” that dennish 
haunt of Priscilla and Rosemary. Here you 
will find them studying a script, reading a 
book, or at their favorite game of Chinese 
checkers. Here, too, is a fireplace, this one 
of red brick, and shelves of books on all sides. 

On the other side of the living room is the 
dining room, which is as quiet and unassum- 
ing as a dining room should be. Here the 
same light grey prevails except for the 
wallpaper, which is of red blending to pink. 
The furniture here, as throughout the 
house, is of maple. The room is set off 
with corner pieces filled with odd bits of old 
china. 

Priscilla and Rosemary, inseparable 
companions as they are, share the bedroom. 
It is also done ina light grey, but the ceiling 
and exposed beams are in white. Airy 
marquisette curtains are daintily drawn 
back from the large window slby ruffled k sO DS 
of the same material. Broadloom carpeting 
covers the entire floor. Chenille-covered 
twin beds complete this simple but tasteful 
picture, 

Further description could add nothing to 
this charming abode. It is not just a house 
of one of the stars. It isa home! To para- 
phrase an old saying, “*A house is a house, 
but a home is where dwell the hearts of the 


owners. 
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A DEPARTMENT FOR HOUSE 
PLANNING, DECORATING 
AND FURNISHING 
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APPLIANCES 
Gwe ia 
MORE TIME! 


G-E Washer G-E Upright Cleaner—Keeps rugs like new— 


Save dollars on cost—3 models from $34.50 


G-E Cylinder-Type Cleaner — with attach- 
ments. 3 models from......... $39.50 


*“WIVERY DAY’S A HOLIDAY” with General Electric Appliances. 
They do the work around the home in “half-the-time”. They 
relieve you of hours of labour — Keep you feeling fit — Give you 
more time for your family, friends and the things you'd like to do. 
See the score of G-E Appliances at your dealer’s. A small payment 
will start them to work in your home today. And G-E Appliances 
cost so little to operate. 


MADE IN CANADA 


(Prices subject to territorial variations.) 





Hotpoint Range—Meosur- G-E Refrigerator — Saves Hotpoint lron—Automatic 
ed heat, Calrod elements every day on food bills, —correct heat for all fab- 
—faster, better meals. 10 current and upkeep—8__ rics. Chrome plate finish, 
models from $116.50 smart models from $189. $8.95. Others from $3.50. 
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x Continued from page 34 
unpleasant too, because fathers had 


be stern with their daughters. 


“*Shall I bring you a slipper, or do you 


carry a spare? 


Grant smiled. “‘No. I’m just goin 


' ' oy 
to be heavy-handed, as fathers some- 


times are. Something Is eat at you, 


Leda. I don’t want you to tell me what 
it is unless you want to. My guess Is that 
you’ ré in love with Mark Corby.” 

“With him? I couldn’t fall v« 
with a man like Mark. I wouldn’ ‘ 
not 

‘*That’s a relief, then. You know if 
you were, you'd have to make you! 
over to suit his. It means a complete 
reshaping, and I hardly think you'd be 
happy doing it. You haven’t been 
trained or prepared for it.” 

“Some women seem to manage it, il 
they want to.” 

“They have to want it badly. It’s a 
chore being married to men of his stamp. 
Has its compensation, no doubt, but of 
course your first thought, and last, must 
be his happiness. There’s no disgrace in 
a woman wanting to think of her happi- 


ness sometimes. Everything you do 


the fullness 
tl 


must be tempered to add to 
of his music. If you can’t do that, you 
mustn’t take from it. It’s best 


him alone.” 


+ 


Oo leave 


“He'll be quite alone this week-end. 
There’ll be so many people I’Il be for- 
tunate to have a moment to greet him.” 

“Well!’? cried Grant, blowing out his 
breath. “‘There’s a moon. Guess I'll go 
out and see if the cucumbers really grow 
in the moonlight.” 

She watched him descend the broad 
steps and turn toward the truck farm. 
It wouldn’t surprise her if he really were 
going out to see the cucumbers. Ther 
was a curious admixture of domesticity 
in Grant Kimberly, but he wanted he: 


+ 


to be happy. It was sweet of him to warn 
her of that which she knew so well, but 
suddenly she remembered that he had 


. | + | Lilie 
been conce! ned, too, about he! I 


make Mark happy. What 
could it make to Grant, if Mark Corby’s 


vife added to the fullness of his gift? 


dite renee 


A swift, unaccountable anger sent her 
away from the window. She flung her- 
self into a chair, beat upon the cushior 
with her fists. Grant had actually pro- 
tected Mark. Wasn’t it enough that the 
whole Corby household guarded him 
jealously? What compelling attraction 
was there in Mark which drew peopl 
who had never met him, which aroused 
them to sacrifice others for his welfare 
She wouldn’t be sacrificed. She would 
be thrown into the fire—into the vat 
She recalled a leg nd she had rea I, ol a 


Chinese princess who had hurle | he self 
> j I 1 
into the molten bronze from which a bell 


was being cast, to add eternal sweetr 

to the tone of the bell. Oh, no. She was 

not going to dissolve her identity into 

that magic which gave pleasure to 

millions whom she would never knoy 
Leda buried her face tn her hands and 


cried bitterly. 


MARK CAME down alone and drove 


himself. All week he had visualized th 
week-end of uninterrupted companion- 
ship with Leda. They’d swim and rid 
drive, lounge on the beach, bury then 
noses in fresh grass. He had brought a 


fiddle, realizing he had never played for 


her. He wasn’t any good at words, at 
deeds of valor. It was wrong tor Leda to 


expect him to be a hero. Wrong for him 


to try. He could speak his thoughts best 
with his violins His heroism must be 
confined to the unspectac ular variety of 


the studio, the discipline of mind, 
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<7 Che courage 
1Tace a Wash ngton audience alt 
Chicago, to look Boston tn the eye aft 
the near-fiasco In Washington. 


But his mind veered away from the 


conce! He \ yruldn’t ell her a 
the Hel ved the je eller | id alre 
delivered ¢ i et he’d sent he 
( i | ( irm ch ma 

up a ¢ I I ( rchest i led 
( ( Ln i. He hoped 
ld | . n a | Se i 


At eleven o’cloc kK he drove in betwee n 


the red brick posts of ** Kimb« rly Green” 


I I i I 





ind thought he had come by mistake t 
a hotel st {I in the process ot construc 
on. The large red-brick Georgian 
| | , } 
| ise oozed workmens heads trom 
eve | Carpent S were ¢ nin 
) ] i the « tside } le rths of lum 
ber on their heads. On the huge rectan 
i reen lead up » the h 
' 
( l ar e ot | n OX I 
' ! 13, 1 
nec es ¢ cad } Cablops, a Cie wa 
1 
Sevutin da l i l 
Guests hailed him, bu tone yped 
wha ¢ a to hop on h run 
board a ly cle up to the house w hi n 
Each guest seemed to be dot is he 
] , eins 1! 
yf i ed. Sm ll groups sat around Lik- 
1 
some ere . riding habit Phere 
vere bathi suits and golf clothes 
' ' 
Nobody paid much attention to any- 
ly | 
OdvVv else 


Here was the quiet week-end, and 
came to him that this must be Led: 
birthday. Well! She had wanted him to 
play. He had made himself a silent 


hat he would play for her 


He'd do it, anyway 
1 eve a i the D le , me him 
at the door, ducking a man with a tabl 
on his shoulders to do SO, and almost 
ng over a chair with tts legs tn the 


“Such « mnfusion,. Miss Leda’s birthday 


1 ” F 
ut 
a a | u | I iw the crowd : 
bs lark’s ba ind lin Cas¢ 
Il} . I We’ e Deen expec 
you ( ) i you please 7 
Ma m l la e and vanell 
Ink TOs rd, d ( l e Gr in man- 
nel mat eo e ol house 
*M Le i Ou mh tile itel 
l | ) f | less ¥ 1 care to ride 
i S ruld 4 pcac 1 clothes are the m 
TAC ( il I'l] ( | in n »>UNnpaAact 
Mar led no 1 » premoni- 
{ yr ie | l ones to K 
Lp ¢ t il { take Le 3 I 
i€ a" cada en ( walke nl I 
( is and came out upon a 9 
| of bea n in amphithea 
I i b r vut of the side of a 
( Pe nap e dune was irt cial 
t iit il n I 1O Sp | nts ere 
ilre 1d erected, tu ned tow ird the 
! ( ] In F¢ line lor Clyde’ 
ijuaplane stunt 
Leda isn here abou Le jumped 
I ( ( ol iit CC wat la d Tipes, 
1ieaded | e fal ( ot threc 





oats. He swam well, He didn’t enjoy 


it much without Leda. He had coms 


alone, he might be spending the week- 
end ilone. When he cl mbed up on the 
Hoat, a man with a long humorous race 
was tting there cross-legged, contem- 


pl ting the sea. He must have come up 
from the other side. 

He put out a hand, ‘*You’re Mark? 
I’m Leda’s father, escaping from the 
lunatics. You too? 


MARK LIKED Grant Kimberly at 
O , his humorous slant, his patien 


1] 


Continued on page 41 
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Rattan furniture and i i 
trimmed with white rope. The coverings cushions in a blue and white peony 
| 
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, > ‘ k ; : 1? I . ° 
for the cushi ns of the furniture are in chintz, the larger pieces in a lemon 
>» ‘ I "7 + - F n . . 
blue sailcloth. One or two rattan or yellow, off-white and turquoise-striped 


-Seltzer 


EFFERVESCENT ANALGESIC ALKALIZING TABLETS 


has the walls covered with an inexpen- and insects during the summer months, 
sive, natural-colored linen sacking, and in wintertime it is most annoying. 
gathered on a cord fastened to the ' The best thing to do is to have spot- 


cornice, and hanging in soft folds tothe lighting—table lamps on the individual | 


pleasant, 
Icis nota 


floor. Very smart! 


JMMER’S the time 


headache or an u 


The chairs had tables wherever you may require them. 
| 


white tables with blue glass tops, and fabric. The wool rug was off-white. } 2S Ly ‘Soy Peosdy 38g 
: : a a I : : : B r ~ om “ = aa ~ 
white fibre rugs would help a lot, and Rattan furniture, which most of you Ss 3 a) ys BSS bog gS 5 
. . ‘a ¢ « ¢ TY } x XN ‘3 ns 
with pink azalea plants the scheme know about, has developed a most = ES Se £3 Z oS 5 os 
SPST a Cope ane ae ; 2S Ver : 
would be charming indeed. intriguing design for two-seaters, and | 38 3 3 '$ a * = Ses ; 
: = . . el | N = vs | a vw 
Another scheme could be of walls chairs, which are most suitable for | +s SA ws | x uZg“s . g o-M 
ns : 5 s : J ~ ana Am 
finished with linoleum in deep blue,  sunrooms. I suggest that you look into S58 8 ES 8 a5 aeacy ® . 
. 4 5 a -& , x . “ee . . . . a ‘= c ~ 2“ v & ¢ 
with a dark brick red floor covering, the possibilities of this type of new f2 oS Ss 8 mos Eo Sos 
, : & I nS | PEQgwESS OS grad. anv. 
drapes of brick-colored awning material, furniture. The two-seater lounge and zs Ss ~*~ gwyaeu “aoe | ona 
@ mas . : ; ; = x 3.S = " 
and a painted blue anchor design on the chairs can be adjusted by having two = $ S ae Ss S ~ eas Es E 8 Ss aaa Ni 
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borders. If you wanted a cover for the arms, one arm or none at all. SN? Sas 38 § g,& 343% vp 2 . “= 
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Seltzer as a great family remedy.” 


Alka-Seltzer does two thin 

upset stomach from unwise- 

One or two Alka-Seltzer tablets i 
make a 

it conveniently anytime, 


spoil it”, says Gordie 
It relieves the 


Leafs. “That is wh 
many hours to sun 
very pleasant to 
play. It also com 


from headaches, 
the misery of lin 


discomfort of a 


will like. 
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R Your War Work 
DON'T FORGET TO LAUGH! | 


She was the oldest woman at the meeting. And when 
the young ones had finished a pretty heavy discussion about 








the 
their war effort, she stood up and waited quietly. 
quid ‘When my son came home from the last war,” she said, 
wing “he discovered a mother who had forgotten how to smile. 
| get He'd been gone for four years. Every day of that time I 
- steeled myself to go the rest of my life without ever seeing 
t at him again. And when he banged through the door and into 
Lo the living room, he shouted, ‘Come on, mother, let's have a 
ha tune with all the old pep.’ I realized I hadn't lifted the piano 
ely. top in all those years. 
iver “I'd been president of this, and secretary of that, and I'd 
we worked my fingers to the bone for my son, and others like 
a him. But I'd forgotten how to play for him. I'd talked tragedy 
ae and looked at sorrow until my face was like a mask. I sud- 
€ denly knew that when he said, ‘Gee, mother, have you 
% forgotten how to smile? You used to be a good sport. What's 
. happened?’ ” 
¥ She looked around at the young ones. ‘This time it’s you,” 
o- she said. ‘And please, take my word for it, it matters to 
‘A keep smiling. It matters to stay as they remembered you, 
= before it all began. Right now you're about the grimmest 
. looking lot of women I ever saw. | 
“Don’t forget to laugh!” 
* | 
| 
WOMEN AND THE ECONOMIC FRONT 
ind “Our place in wartime, even more than in times of peace, 
ype is to promote our existing organizations, take a lively interest 
or 2 * : . | 
to in their work, and do all in our power to keep that work going. 
_ “In wartime, women can make tremendous contributions 
on the economic front, the wise conservation of foodstuffs, 


and economy in private personal expenditures. Whether a 
woman is a housewife, or gainfully-employed worker she 
has power over some purse strings. 











To protect precious feminine 
charm, you need a true, 
long-lasting perspiration check 


@ Every minute of the day a girl's 
charm is being evaluated—for better 
or for worse. If you are determined 
always to be above reproach, you will 
accept no compromise in the very 
personal matter Of underarm dainti- 
ness. You will demand the surest pro- 
tection —a true perspiration check that 
will not wash off in a bath or fail you 
in hot weather or nervous excitement. 


It is this priceless safeguard to irre- 
proachableness that has made Liquid 
Odorono the choice of refined women. 
Liquid Odorono is surer even though 
you suffer acutely from perspiration. 
A doctor's prescription, it scientifically 
controls dampness, odor and staining 
for as long as five days! 


A leader of Philadelphia society 
writes: ‘‘Of all the suggestions a 
mother can give a daughter on good 
grooming, I think advice about under- 
arm perspiration and odor is the most 
basic. How hard it is to regain prestige 
once you have been careless!" 


It can be used for ex-essive perspi- 
ration of hands, feet and forehead, too. 
Get the economical large-size bottle 


today! 
Liquid Odorono Comes in 
two strengths... ¢ 


REGULAR and 
INSTANT 


Also in Ice Form 
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OF COURSE most of us think of a 


sunroom as a place where we can 


cultivate our favorite flowers. But an 
increasing number are having breakfast 
and luncheon there, and finding the 
room a centre for family life. Careful 
consideration of its color harmonies and 
furnishings is well worth while. 

A friend of mine has a free leaf ivy 
on one wall of the sunroom, and for 
color accent has pink azaleas and blue 
hydrangeas. In every sunroom flower 
boxes can be built in conjunction with 
the window sills. Climbing ramblers can 
be trained up the mullions or divisions 
between the windows, and clematis 
grows well set in corner tubs. 

For the finish of the walls, I would 
suggest that you dispense with the 
rough plaster or texture finish, if that is 
what you have now, and replace it with 
plaster finish of a smooth surface, which 
is most restful and offers a_ better 
opportunity for good decorations. The 
same goes for the ceiling. Charming 
effects can be obtained by using lino- 
feum on the walls, especially if patterned 
with decorative insert. 

Assuming that you have six windows 
on the front wall and four windows on 
each side, the best way to treat them 
would be to have two pairs of drapes for 
the front windows and one pair of drapes 
for each side, and of floor length. Ignore 
the mullions. Another room may have a 
door in the centre with windows on 
either side. If so, drape the side windows 
to window-sill level, and the door to 





Furniture is not in the 
Pr. line of traffic from liv- 
ing room to garden. 
Note different length of 
draperies for doorway 
and windows. 


floor level. Still another type may have 
the windows as high as five feet from 
the floor and without a door. For these 
windows use drapes of floor length 
which will give you a greater freedom 
to the room. 

Assuming that you are like most of 
us, and use the sunroom both winter 
and summer, it seems to be essential to 
have a light diaphanous material for the 
summer months, and a heavier material 
for the drapes for the winter. Sheer 
ninon, or if you want to be more distinc- 
tive, and probably a little bolder in your 
color scheme, sailcloth striped of differ- 
ent hues for the drapes, is most suitable 
for summer Heavy 
better out of the way during the summer 
months, and something which is light 
and airy is undoubtedly more suitable. 


use. fabrics are 


Do not use glass curtains either summer 
or winter. They are unnecessary and 
only create more labor in cleaning. 

One of the most distinctive materials 
that can be used for the winter months, 
is the washable homespun which can 
be had in all sorts of colors and stripes. 
Incidentally, this material can also b« 
used for the couch, if you have one in 
the room, especially if there is a back- 
ground of colored linoleum, blending 
with the colors of the stripes on the 
homespun. 


One successful color scheme I’ve 


noted recently has a combination of 
royal blue, off-white and The 
drapes are royal blue linen, with stylized 


tan. 


cloud off-white and tan, 


designs in 








In this sun room the 
blank wall is com 
pletely draped. Floor is 
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e There is no excuse for the old- 
that toilet 
must be and 
This picture of a woman using 
Sani-Flush appeared 28 years ago. 
From that time to this, a simple 
chemical compound has kept toilets 
sparkling clean—without mussing 






bowls 






fashioned notion 


scoured. 





scrubbed 







or fussing. 









Sani-Flush’ 


CLEANS TOILET | ~f¥ 
BOWLS WITHOUT 
SCOURING 









e@ Sani-Flush removes rust, stain 
and incrustations from the toilet. 
You don’t have to touch it with 
your hands. It even cleans the 
hidden trap. Cannot injure plumb- 
ing connections. (Also effective for 
cleaning out automobile radiators.) 
See directions on can. Sold every- 
where. 15c and 30¢ sizes. Made in 
Canada. Distributed by Harold F. 
Ritchie & Co., Ltd., Toronto, Ont 











WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


And You’ll Jump Out of Bed in the 
Morning Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not flowing 
freely, your food doesn't digest. It just decays in 
the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. You get 
constinated. Harmful poisons go into the body, and 
you feel sour, sunk and the world looks punk, 

A mere bowel movement doesn't always get at 
the cause. You need something that works on the 
liver as well It takes those good, old Carter's 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow freely 
They do the work of calomel but have no calomel 
or mercury in them, Ask for Carter's Little Liver 
Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse anything else. 25c 





YOU CAN influence others with 


Learn to impress 








your thinking! 





thers favorably~—get across your 


ideas. Let the Rosicrucians show 





t to use the power of mind 
For free book write Scribe C.F.D 


The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC) 


San Jose, California 









BE SURE THE SPRINKLER 
YOU BUYIS A LONG-LIFE 


mamma CLUB CL I 


Get the utmost in efficiency and 
long, trouble-free service. A type 
for every lawn or garden— and for 
every pocketbook. Each designed to 
throw more water—throw it farther 
-—~spread it evener. Rain Kings doa 
better job and last longer 
ASK YOUR DEALER FOR 
THEM BY NAME, Z 
Rain King Sprinklers 24 
are made and guar- Za 
anteed by Flexible Shaft Co. 
Ltd., 321 Weston Road South, 


















Toronto, Ont 
| 51 Years Making Quality 


of moisture - resistant 


MADE IN CANADA tile. LWwy 
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indulgence for the antics about him, 
even the way he said, “I’m Leda’s 
father,”” not stepfather. Stretched out 
on the float, the sun toasting the m, they 
talked and fell silent, joked, crew silent 
again. They were friends gg the 
moment they had shaken h in 

“Td "hide my 
hands under me if I were you, Mark. 


And when Grant said 


There’s a bite in that sun,” there was 
no implication, only the thoughtfulness 
of a man who knows that a workman 
must take care of his tools, 

Presently Mark sat up and scanned 
the water. 

“If you're looking for I eda, there’s a 
spot out there. She’s in it. Why a man 
like Clyde, who can buy a battleship, 
should want to pick up a few engine parts 
in a junk yard, attach it to an old chop- 
ping bowl, call it a boat—and take a 
sirl out in it 

Soon the speck began to draw closer. 
Mark said he thought he’d swim back 
and meet them at the dock. 

He reached the dock ten minutes 
before the boat. As it came chugging up, 
Clyde called, “*Hi, Mark—catch!”’ and 
a snake of rope coiled through the air. 
This time Mark reacted without think- 
ing. He caught the salt-soaked, ragged 
rope, and instantly Clyde began to back 
the boat away. The rope scorched 
through his hands for a second, then he 
let go. By a great effort of the will he 
refrained from looking at his hands or 
even rubbing them against his thighs. 

Clyde turned around and came back. 
“Sorry,” he laughed. “I didn’t realize 
I was backing her out. She works in 
reverse, she does. I haven’t got the hang 
of her yet 

“We didn’t even need the rope,” Leda 


said. “Hello, Mark. When did you 


arrive?” 


Clyde kept close. Mark couldn’t get 
a private word with her. Her nearness 
tantalized him. He told her when he’d 
come, that he’d met her father, that his 
room was comfortable. Finally, think- 
ing to catch her attention, he added, 
“T’ve brought a fiddle. I'll play, if you 
want me to.” 

‘Are you sure Pete Nelson approves?” 

Mark was taken aback. “‘As a guest, 
I can do as I please.” 

Clyde made a sound with his teeth. 
That was one way Leda hadn’t thought 
of, during the time she had wanted him 
so badly. 

‘Any guest who can do a stunt, does 
it, at my parties. 

‘You'd better tell Pinkie,” Clyde put 
in. “‘He’s M.C., isn’t he? Besides, he’s 
supposed to be the big shot here, and 


there might be trouble with the union. 


From a distance, Leda called, “Thanks 
for the insects, Mark. They’re ador- 
able,” and she swept by him singing, 
“She shall have music wherever she 
goes.” The stinging in his hands had 
disappeared, but he still felt the soft 
brush of her fingers against his arm. 

the time the party was really get- 
ting under way, Mark and Clyde had 
been in polite altercation for hours. 
Everybody was amused, and a little 
wishful for trouble. On the side they 
were making bets. When Mark went up 
to dress for dinner, he resolved that if 
Leda didn’t dance with him at least 
once tonight, what was the good of 
staying over? He’d manufacture an 
excuse, 

Pinkie Krimmer and his Hot Chariot- 
eers Sat in a flying wedge formation with 
Pinkie’s sawed-off piano at the point of 
the wedge. Their music stands were 
shaped like the front of a chariot, and 
from time to time the men rose, and with 
bodies arched backward in the best 
charioteer manner blew trumpets and 
shouted “They’re off.” They wore hats 
supposed to be Roman helmets, but 
they were also used to mute the saxes, 
and as drums, especially when some- 
where in each number, the thunder of 
hoofs and the collision of chariots was 
indicated. 

Mark entered the dance pavilion 
late. He thought hundreds of additional 
guests must have arrived just for the 
dance. Nobody had missed him, but all 
knew when he arrived, straight and 
almost martial in his mess jacket. He 
stood above every other man in the 
room. Leda wished she couldn’t see him 
wherever she danced. If only his shoul- 
ders didn’t tower so. If the lights 
wouldn’t catch his hair to melt it into 
moonlight. If only he’d give some sign 
of eagerness, of ardor, even of anger 
anything! 

Mark danced with girls, lots of them. 
He didn’t know their names. Leda 
whirled by constantly, gowned in 
shimmering, eerie moonlight, folded 
across the breast, billowing out into 
waves. She said nothing about his 
playing, even when he cut in on Jim 
Fillmore. He had no time to speak. 
Somebody took her away from him. 

Just before midnight, it was Pinkie 
who approached Mark. “I think it’s 
time this crowd got caught up, Mr. 
Corby. A little quiet entertainment 
would do ’em good.” 

“Why don’t you call me Mark? We 
once took a piano apart in Cincinnati 
remember?” 

“Oh boy. Was that fun!’’ Pinkie was 
pink and small as a little finger, and he 
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Two VERY GOOD REASONS FOR 






Because it cooks quicker and gives 


better results. 


The thick, hard sheet aluminum does 
It heats more rapidly and 
retains all the full flavors and healthful 
elements of your favorite foods. Always 
look for the “Wear-Ever” trade-mark. 
It's a guarantee of finished perfection 
and long, satisfactory performance. 


the trick. 


DOUBLE BOILER 


CHOOSING THIS 


““WEAR-EVER” 





“Wear-Ever” Aluminum Cooking 
Utensils, equipped with attractive 
black fittings, harmonize with 
any kitchen color scheme. 


“Wear-Ever” 


Aluminum Cooking Utensils 





AFFEINE will never upset 


your nerves or digestion or 


keep you sleepless when you drink 
aS Dr. Jackson’s Kofy Sub. This deli- 
of an old practice piano to plague a visit- Se i cious beverage is made entirely 
from wholesome Canadian grains, 


grinned at the memory of how he and 


non-union artists, time and 
Mark had once scrambled up the strings 


You know 
a half for overtime and so forth.” 
Leda laid her hand on Mark’s arm. 


“Don’t mind Clyde. He’s cocky because _ ing professor they didn’t like. “What are 


his coffee grinder didn’t sink us to the you going to play here? Ree yf | ij} soya beans and honey and is so 
bottom of the ocean. You tell me when “| thought a couple of Spanish things, & S; : 0 / ff / i like real coffee in flavour and 
ever you're ready to play. not too much, Pinkie. aroma that you cannot tell the 
‘Has Pinkie come, by the way?” Mark “Sure, | know this crowd. Music is difference. Make exactly as you 
“par ‘ : . , a ae a - a 
asked. “I’d like to see him. We spent a made for dancing. If you can’t dance to A delightful summer make coffee. 


CHILDREN LOVE 
THIS DELICIOUS BEVERAGE 


Youngsters like to drink the beverage 
their parents drink. This is generally 
unwise but Kofy-Sub is good for them 


year together at a Cincinnati conserva it, t isn t Music, drink 


“Maybe they’re right,” Mark said. 
ICED KOFY-SUB 


Clyde “If it’s good music, you ought to be able 
You can drink it by the gallon and 


oD 
to dance to It. All the essence of rhythm 
is there.” a : 
oa ” get 1ealthful refreshment rom an wi : ws . . iT I< 
You don’t mean Beethoven! wary dean. wesatain alana rich in body-building mineral 


- ; : res , : the alkaline acid-ne alizins 
| can show you how to time anything if sweetened with honey before alkaline or acid-neutralizins 


. icing Drink it as freely as water 
for dancing, even a Beethoven quartet. ; 


“Say, you got something there! Are F R E E | 


: : >99 
AFTER LUNCH they went riding, a you giving It to me! 
‘“*C ome up to See me next week. We'll 


cavaleade of them, an invading army. 


tory as kids.” 

“Pinkie at a conservatory?” 
echoed. 

‘“Some of our best swing leaders are 
first-class musicians,” Mark said, won- 
dering why he didn’t smash Clyde’s face 


and be done with It. 





Dr. Jackson's booklet on Food and Health. Address requests 
to Dr. Jackson Foods Limited, 516 Vine Avenue, Toronto 
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ya 
Pea 
SPEED 


at 


AUS! 


. 


MIXMASTER 


No guessing. “Tune in” the speed to suit 
the need as printed on Mix-Finder Dial— 
easy-to-see, easy-to-set and scientifically 
tight. MIXMASTER mixes, mashes, 
whips, beats, stirs, etc.—gives freedom 
from the tiring arm-work of cooking, 
baking, getting the meals every day. 


LY AITO 
OTT / 


ere ee 4 


a MLM al tll «| 


DIAL the 

heat for 
Art Silks 
STIS] 
Woollens 
Cotton 


alae lai 





Quicker Heat, Steadier 
Heat, Correct Heat. 
Ready for silks in 30 
seconds—damp linens 
2% mins. Until you 
have used Iron- 
master you have no 
idea how EASY 
ironing can be, 


oi 
TOASTER 


ae Ie a tt me 
CTT aL) 
POPS TOAST UP 
Tg 
KEEPS TOAST WARM 


Set it either way 
Drop 


watch 


Se ttm itr tate 
in bread, press a lever—that's all. No 
ng, no burning Toast as you like it— 


every time. A beauty 


Sunbeam COFFEEMASTER 


NEW FEATURES— 
MAGICAL PERFORMANCE 
No glass. Unbreakable 

all lustrous chrome 
plate. 

SET IT... FORGET IT! 
Simply putio water 
and coffee. Come back 
even hours later, coffee 

ready to serve, hot. 

Brews at correct 

temperature for 

correct time—then 
sets itself to keep 
coffee hot. The 
water never boils, 
_—* chronsh cof- 
fee grounds only 
once. Delicious cof- 
fee automatically. 


4t all good dealers in Electrical Appliances. 
FLEXIBLE SHAFT CO. LIMITED 
Factory and Office, TORONTO, CANADA 


Guaranteed by 
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Question—We wish to redecorate our 
living room which is eleven feet square. 
There is no hallway in our bungalow; 
you enter from the outside into the liv- 
ing room. There are two small high 
windows on one side and one large 
double window at the front. It is our 
intention to use ivory Venetian blinds 
for the large window and have a brown 
rep chesterfield suite with scatter rugs 
of brown and beige and a touch of green 
and rust. 

The problem is what shade to paper 
the walls and ceiling, and the shade of 





material for drapes. Should the drapes 
be floor length? 
What color should the lamps be? The 


woodwork in the room is light varnish. 


Answer—Paper the walls with a 
plain, soft, light claret colored paper. If 
you cannot get a paper of the one color, 
then get one of stripes with a soft light 
claret predominaiing. The drapes 
should be rayon or crash, of old red, 
beige and white design. The drapes 
should be floor Iength and the lamp 
shade old parchment or old ivory. 


wy 


Question—I have an oak table that 
needs refinishing on top. It has been 
painted several times, and [ have re- 
moved the paint with lye. Could the 
table be planed and refinished with 
varnish? Please state the best method 
to bring the surface back to its original 
state. 


Answer—It would be better for you 
to repaint the table, because I think it 
would be difficult for the varnish finish 
to be successful, owing to the fact that 
the pores of the wood have already been 
filled and therefore some of the grain 
would not be visible when varnished. 

To repaint it, the first thing to do is to 
rewash the surface with soap and water 
for the purpose of removing any grease 
film. Then sandpaper it before applying 
the first undercoat. After the undercoat 
has dried, putty up any imperfections, 
then sandpaper it and apply the second 
coat. Again sandpaper and give the third 
coat and finish with an enamel. 

If the surface is so rough that sand- 
papering would make a lengthy and tire- 
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Line 7 
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Queries should be addressed to Evan Parry, F.R.A.LC.., 
Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
Please enclose a stamped addressed envelope for reply. 


some job, get the local carpenter to 
plane it smooth before starting to put 
the first coat on. 


<> 
Www 


Question—How can I put stucco or 
cement on a shake house? I know lath 
would be put on to hold the stucco, but 
do not know how it is made 
The shakes are long. (Shakes is a term 
used in British Columbia for outside 
boards.) 


to stick. 


Answer—lIt would be necessary for 
you to sheet the shakes with metal lath. 
The base of the metal lath should 
shiplap and waterproof paper, and then 
covered with furring strips at twelve- 
inch centres and finally covered with 
metal lath. This is an excellent base for 
stucco, 

The complete thickness of stucco 
should be 3% inch composed of base coat 
in two coats running as thick as '% 
inch to 54 inch and the remainder made 
up of the finishing coat. The proportion 
should be one cubic foot of Portland 
cement, one cubic foot of lime putty, and 
41% cubic feet of sand. It is most essen- 
tial that these proportions be observed. 


Question—We are planning to build 
a farmhouse in the near future. We have 
two small daughters and would like to 
have one bedroom downstairs and two 
upstairs under the eaves. Also would like 
a small kitchen on the southeast corner 
and have one end of the living room as a 
dining nook. The stairs should go up in 
the centre of the house, but as we cannot 
plan it compactly ourselves we should 
be glad of your help. The size might be 
about 24 feet by 30 feet. 





Answer—I have sent you a copy of 


the Dominion Housing Act Designs of 


Minimum Cost Houses. You will note 
in looking through this booklet that 
there are houses which would meet with 
your requirements. None of the stairs 
go up in the centre of the house, and it 
would be very difficult indeed to plan a 
house with 
accommodation that you require¢ 
same time keeping 
dimensions 


centre stairs 
, at the 
within bounds of the 


you specify. x 


re. 
» 
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There’s a part for 


THE 1940 
CANADIAN NATIONAL 


EXHIBITION 


The Exhibition this year will be 
the focal point of Canada’s war 
effort. It will show you what has 
been done, and what you can do 
to help. The Royal Canadian Air 
Force will be “at home” right in 
the park. The Red Cross will 
hold a gigantic display to ex- 
plain its needs to women. Indus- 
try will show you how its vital 
power is geared to the needs 
of Canada at war. Agriculture 
will demonstrate its part in the 
for existence. Come 
most dramatic 


struggle 
this year to the 
and important Exhibition Can- 
adians ever held. You are part 
of it—you should see it. 


TOHN MILLAR 
President 


ELWOOD A. HUGHES 
General Manager 


FAMED 
GOLDMAN BAND 


PAGEANT AND 
PYROTECHNICS 


INDUSTRY 
AND THE WAR 


DISPLAY OF 
RED CROSS WORK 


LOTS OF THRILLS 
AND FUN! 


R. C. A. F. 
GROUND SHOW 
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fruit at the peak of its flavor. And you preserve that 
fine freshness by boiling lickity-split for a very short 
time rather than by long, slow cooking. At less cost too, 
for the price of the pectin and the extra sugar is offset 
by the greater yield and the saving in fuel. But follow 
the recipes exactly in every detail, not cutting down 
on the sugar or varying the time or the method. And 
not doubling up on the quantities given, for it’s easier 
and more satisfactory to work with several small 
batches rather than attempt a huge lot. 

Good jellies and jams can be made even without this 
helpful addition, providing the fruit has sufficient 
jelling property. Some varieties— raspberries for one 
have enough pectin in their make-up but are low in 
acid, the other essential. This can be corrected by 
adding lemon juice (one-quarter cupful to each quart of 
berries), or by combining them with tart fruit such as 
currants or sour apples. 





The pectin content of juice for jelly can be determined 
by a jelmeter used according to directions which come 
with it. Or you can mix one teaspoonful of sugar and 
one-half tablespoonful of Epsom salts with one table- 
spoonful of cooked juice. Stir until dissolved, let stand 
twenty minutes or so, and if it forms a firm mass the 
juice is satisfactory for your yx Continued on page 45 


RUIT in all its forms, colors and flavors, is one 

of Canada’s natural resources. An important one 

too, contributing enjoyment to the bill of fare and 
7 providing a means of nourishment. = 

The all-too-short season of July’s delicious offerings 
can be remedied by housewifely skill in conserving thet: 
fine fresh flavors for later use. And right now the time 
is ripe to get out your preserving kettle to take up 
where nature left off. 

Modern methods have cut down the labor, time and 
risk involved in turning out those jams, jellies, con- 
serves and butters which are the pride of your cupboard 
and the delight of your table. 

Commercial pectin proy ides the short cut to success 
and makes it possible for even a novice to accomplish 

good results without waste or worry. But you must 
follow directions for its use care fully and precisely, for 
sheer, shimmering jelly depends not only on correct 
proportions of the pectin acid and sugar, but on the 
proper procedure in dealing with the combination. 
Reliable tested recipes come with each bottle o1 


package and make every fruit that grows, In spite ot 


its natural deficiencies, a potential all-season sweet. No 
longer are you limited to the pectin-rich varieties, not 
are you called upon to cope ¥ ith the varisbility of this 
“setting” quality at different stages of ripeness. 

With the commercial product, you use fully matured 








have some fun. 
butcher the classics either.” 

“That’s what I don’t like to do 
hamburger up real music.”’ Pinkie hesi- 
tated, then made a request. He’d like 
to be Mark’s accompanist. 

Mark said, of course. He’d appreciate 
it. Why shouldn’t 

“Break it up, you two! 
dancing by with Leda in his arms. 

She didn’t look at Mark. 
were dreamily lowered, and Clyde’s sun- 
soaked hand pressed into her smooth, 


I she "d 


SY 


they co-operate? 
Hy called Clyde 


Her eyes 


honeyed skin infuriated him. 
said, ‘““When are you going to play, 
Mark?” or even turned out a smart joke 
He had said he’d play, and 

He turn Pinkie 


about it 
he would. wouldn’t 
down, now. 

With a roll of drums and a tattoo on 
the helmets, Pinkie announced the sur- 
prise of the evening, the signal honor, 
the distinct pleasure. 

“Settin’? down music, folks,” 
Clyde loud enough for Mark to hear. 
“Grab your chairs,” 

It took a little time to s« 
to set chairs, to find Craig who would 


cried 


ttle the crowd, 


bring more chairs. 

While the settling process was being 
accomplished, Pinkie ran lightly over a 
tarantella which Mark had chosen. In 
the midst of it Clyde came to stand 
behind him, the 
interest, and when it was finished said 
not too far under his breath, “‘So you 
wouldn’t play in the same room with 
Pinkie Krimmer and his Hot Chariot- 
eers, eh?” 

Mark turned swiftly. 
high, Dunning 

**And why should he?” Pinkie asked. 
“It don’t do him any good playing for 
horses like you.”” Orchestra leaders had 
their privileges, and were permitted their 


pretended greatest 


“You’re too 








“Roy is sunny and helpful by 
nature,” says his mother, “but 
while a sluggish system was 
dragging on him like a ball and 
chain hecouldn’tstay thatway !” 


No indeed! This ”ball and 
chain” feeling is distressing. 
And often it’s due to insufficient 


bulk in the diet. 







familiarities. 
Mark said, 
crack, Pinkie.” 
“Naw,” the other laughed. ‘Getting 
around the way I do, nothing those 
people say bothers me. They carry their 
You don’t let 






“Let me explain that 














money on their tongue. 

them upset you.” 
Everybody was quiet. Grant Kim- 

berly nodded over Leda’s head, and 





smiled. 
feet from Mark, and Clyde much closer, 
almost touching the piano. Mark tuned. 
With distinction, 
Pinkie played an introduction. Just as 
Mark lifted his violin, Clyde edged his 
chair closer and said softly: 

*There’s you to 
know, kid. Leda wanted you to play for 
When she gets what she 
And that 


svyent this a 
Flakes help + bulk Leda was sitting perhaps ten 
enough natura 


o keep food wastes 





Post’s Bran 
trouble. They provide 
in the form of bran t 


moving promptly. 
“Now that Roy eats Posts 


ran Flakes regularly,” says 
Tes, “my happy handy- 
man is back again. ‘ 
zs “They taste just swell, 
adds Roy—"“no more ball 


Pee 1 
and chain’ feeling for me: 







taste, almost with 








J 


so 






something ought 






a long time. 






wants, she doesn’t want It. 






goes for some people, too.” 

The words burned through Mark like 
the sting of the salty rope through his 
hands earliet He did not 
stop to think. The sound of Leda’s name 
on the other’s lips and the tone of his 





in the day. 






voice, just at this moment -preceding 
oblivion, was suddenly unbearable. He 
put down his violin, said to Pinkie, “I'll 
play in just a minute.” 


With lightning speed Mark reached 


ELP keep your family free 

from the effects of faulty 
elimination by serving Post’s Bran 
Flakes regularly. They are so appe- 















tizing—so convenient. If this does out for Clyde, pulled him to his feet, 
not readily relieve constipation landed a left squarely on his jaw, re- 
due to lack of bulk it’s time to ss leased him and landed a right. Nobody 

ast Non could quite realize what was happening. 







consult a physician. 


BRost' 


Bran Flakes 


WITH OTHER PARTS OF WHEAT 


The spectators had a blurred impression 
of some giant, implacable force released 
through Mark, a strength terrific and 
Clyde’s head popped back 





invincible. 








strangely after the second blow, and he 
crumpled. Confusion did not break out 





| at first. People stood or sat in the atti- 





had been ¢ aught, 


BSO frozen in evil enchantment. 





tudes in which they 
| 


v Continued on page 51 
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@ Yes, a simple 
can opener will 
bring you a world 
of new taste- 
delights. You will 
be absolutely thrilled with the 
results of making ice cream in 
your own electric refrigerator this 
easy way. Ice cream of superlative 
smoothness and texture, ice cream 
with a flavour you hardly thought 
possible, Get the inexpensive tin of 


JELLO 
FREEZING 
MIX 


at your grocer’s today. It’s specially 
prepared for use in your electric 
refrigerator. This will make; not 
just ordinary ice cream, but a full 
rich, creamy ice cream that will 
delight you and your guests. 































Be out of the ordinary, serve one 
of these 6 Distinctive flavours 
Real Fruits—Selected Nuts—True 
Flavours 
VANILLA — Rich, amber - toned 

vanilla syrup — true vanilla, 
CHOCOLATE — Deep- flavoured 
cooked Chocolate. 


STRAWBERRY — Containing sliced 
fresh strawberries, rich sweet- 
ened juice. 

TUTTI FRUTTI—MaraschinoCherries 
and other fruits. 

MAPLE WALNUT—Rich maple flav- 
our with chopped Walnuts. 

ORANGE PINEAPPLE — With crush- 
ed Oranges and Pineapple. 

Try each of these new taste- 
sensations, 















IN CANADA 











1940 CHATELAINE, JULY, 


1940 





KEEP COOL 
—without punishing 
your digestion! 








ia @ lf you want a safe cooler — as 





well as a delicious one—switch to 
grapefruit juice. You'll love the 
refreshing taste of Florida canned 
grapefruit juice with its distinc- 
tive tangy flavor. And it’s awfully 


good for you—in a dozen different 


ways! Why not try some today? 


FLORIDA 


CANNED 
GRAPEFRUIT JUICE 


FLORIDA CITRUS COMMISSION, LAKELAND, FLORIDA 


HELP WANTED 


We are looking for energetic, ambitious 








women to act as our Local 


Representatives. 


Q 
+ 


Local Representatives Dept. 
FIDELITY CIRCULATION COMPANY 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 
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MEMBA-SEAIS 


FOR JAMS AND 
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Then if you add about an 
equal quantity of sugar or a little less 


purpose. 


and cook it rapidly until done, you can 


count on clear color, good texture and 
flavor. To know when it has reached 
that jellying stage, take a spoonful from 


kettle back 


noticing how the drops behave on the 


your and pour slowly, 
edge of your spoon. If two of them form, 
run together and break away clean, 


you's e got it. 





Jams made from whole fruit cut fine 


or crushed, conserves from a mixture 
of two or more varieties and butters 
from the pulp of different fruits provide 


next 
conservation 


a range of specialties for your 
table. Your 
program will include them all, so we 


winter’s 


give you here a list of suggestions for 
filling your jars and glasses with deli- 
cious flavors. Whether you use the long 
boil or the short-cut method, be sure 
to give your fruits the care they deserve. 

And while you’re about it, put up 
some of your handiwork in attractive 
pottery and fancy glass containers to use 
as shower gifts and Christmas presents. 
Could you think of anything more 
acceptable to the young bride, the 
bachelor girl, or to some other house- 
keeper whose own supply goes like hot 
cakes? 

Strawberry Conserve 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Quart of strawberries 
4 Cupfuls of sugar 
1, to 144 Pound of seeded raisins 
(chopped fine) 

2 Oranges 
1 Lemon 
| 14 Pound of nuts 


Wash the strawberries carefully and 
drain well. 


kettle 


grated rind and pulp of the oranges and 


Put them into a preserving 
with the sugar, raisins, and the 


lemon. Cook this mixture slowly until 
thick—about half hour—stirring occa- 


Add the 


chopped nuts and continue cooking for 
Pour into hot, sterilized 


sionally to prevent sticking. 
tive minutes. 


jars and seal. 


Strawberry and Pineapple Jam 


4 Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Cupfuls of crushed ripe 
strawberries 

2 Cupfuls of finely cut or ground 
ripe pineapple 

7 Cupfuls of sugar 

15 Bottle of liquid pectin 

the complete ly crushed 

strawberries and the ground pineapple 

in a large kettle and add the sugar. Mix 

well and bring to a full rolling boil over 

strong heat. Boil vigorously for one 

minute, stirring before and during the 

boiling. Remove from the heat and stir 

in the pectin. Skim, stir again and 

repeat the skimming and stirring for 

about five minutes to cool the mixturs 

slightly and prevent floating fruit. Turn 

into hot sterilized jelly glasses, and cool. 


Combine 


Blackberry and Cherry Conserve 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Quarts of cherries 
1 Quart of blackberries (washed) 
5 Cupfuls of sugar 
15 Cupful of chopped nuts 
and pit cherries and put 


Wash the 


them into a preserving kettle with the 


Continued on page 48 


Yo Fametly will LE his coffe... 
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“And Maxwell House 
comes to you with all 
its roaster freshness 
tightly sealed in this 
Super-Vacuum tin.” 








Insist on All Three* 


*ENRICHED BLEND—Maxwell House has long 
been famous for its superb blend. Now careful 
research has enabled us to further enrich this 
blend to give you extra richness, extra smooth- 
ness, extra coffee flavour. 


*UNIQUE ROAST— Maxwell House is now 
roasted by a unique process that radiates pene- 
trating heat evenly through every bean... N 
weak coffee due to under-roasting —no bitter 
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coffee due to parching. 


*REAL ROASTER FRESHNESS — Maxwell 
House comes to you Sealed in a Super-Vacuum 
tin—the one way known to science to bring you 
coffee that really is absolutely roaster-fresh. 


“Good to the Last Drop” 


MH420 


MAXWELL HOUSE 


 COffee 

















Dresses and other 
wearables used in 
these _ photographs 
taken by Chatelaine 
Institute were sup- 
plied by The T 
Eaton Company 


Taking Care of Your 
Summer Wardrobe 


By HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


and JESSIE ROBERTS 


Household Science Dept. University of Toronto 


Know your fabrics and how to treat them. Do 
you look at the label? Does it tell you what you 
want to know? If not, do you ask and find 
out? 

To get the most wear and the best value, first 
identify the fabric and treat it according to tts 
nature. 


Spun Rayon Sport Dress 

This material is one of the interesting modern 
fabrics. It is made from short rayon filaments, 
spun together, sometimes with other fabrics 
such as cotton, silk, linen or wool. The resulting 
yarn is fuzzy and irregular, giving a fabric which 
drapes well and has a smart sportlike texture. 
Many effects are achieved, according to the blend 
and the finish —linenlike, tweedlike, sheers, and 
crepe finishes. Most of these fabrics are treated 
to make them crease-resistant—a boon to people 
who want to look their best and haven’t time to 
be forever fussing over their clothes. 

Like other rayons, this variety responds to 
loving care and gentle treatment in the tub. The 
fabrics are weak when wet so don’t rub, don’t 
pull, and don’t twist your frock in its bath. 
Anyway, it washes easily and doesn’t need 
drastic methods. Use plenty of lukewarm suds, 
more than would be required for cotton goods. 
Squeeze gently and start with fresh lather as soon 
as the suds break. After each rinsing lift out the 


garment, instead of letting the water run of 
leaving a soap scum behind it on your dress. 
Squeeze out the excess water, then roll in a 
towel and knead. But if your garment is colored 
do not leave it rolled up for any length of! time. 
Hang in the shade on a hanger, not pegged to a 
line. Or dry flat. And before it is quite dry, press 
on the wrong side, using a warm—not hot—iron. 


White Rayon Blouse 

Wash with the same care and in the same way 
as you do your spun rayon sport dress. Be sure 
to use a generous amount of soap, as the material 
has a certain amount of dressing and you should 
maintain a good deep lather. 

It is not necessary to blue rayons as they don’t 
show a tendency to yellow and therefore do not 
need the blue to counteract this action. After 
thorough rinsing, roll in a towel and squeeze, then 
hang on a hanger in a shady place. Pegging wet 
rayon is bad, for this strains the weakened threads 
and often results in holes and tears. Before it is 
quite dry, turn inside out and smooth with a 
low to moderate iron. 


Celanese Evening Dress 

To avoid wrinkles in your evening dress, 
when pressing it do not sprinkle but iron 
through two pieces of cloth—a dry one laid on 
the material and a damp one over this. Then 
use an iron with the + Continued on page 47 
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'‘How-To-Do-It'’ Recipes 


An amazing new cook book—contains over 
2,000 tested recipes, thousands of valuable 





scores and scores of 
and photographs 


new ideas, 640 pages 
“how-to-do-it” charts 


Modern Cookery [Illustrated 


Every chapter, every recipe, is result of 
years of experience, careful research and 
experiment. Compiled by Lydia Chatter- 
ton, famous English cookery’ expert. 
Printed on ivory finish paper; 8°4” x 57 
stiff covers of hard-wearing canva 
crash, title beautifully emb ed. A book 
that can save you dollars every day. 


Only *1.39 


Plus 25 cents for packing and postage. 
(Air Mail extra, if required.) 


THIS OFFER FOR CANADA ONLY 


HOME BOOK SERVICE, 
206 Dundas Street West, Toronto. 


Rings 
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Taking Care of Your 
Summer Wardrote 


Continued from page 44 





heat control set at “moderate” and 
you'll make a good job of smoothing 
without injuring the fabric. Redampen 
the upper cloth when necessary. Of 
course If you have one of those new 
steam irons you can dispense with the 
cloths. 

Sometimes it’s difficult to use a pro- 
tective cloth over every part of the 
dress—a frill or some fussy trimming for 
instance. In this case press on the wrong 
side and have your iron at “low” to 
ensure the proper temperature. If your 
iron is not controlled, test it first by 
setting on a piece of white paper and 
counting slowly up to twenty; the iron 


is too hot if the paper shows even slight 
discoloration afterward. 

Perspiration affects the dye in ma- 
terial, but it will alsomar theappearance 
of either your white or colored frocks. 
So you’d better use a good deodorant. 
Be careful to let the liquid type dry 
thoroughly before slipping into your 
dress, for unless you do the moisture 
will come in contact with some part of 
it, weaken the fabric and show up later 
in what appear to be worn spots. This 
of course applies not only to celanese 
but to silk, rayon, cottons, and so on. 

And—this is important—‘do” your 
natls before dressing so there’s no 
danger of spilling any polish remover 
on your dress; the acetone in it dissolves 
celanese, and you might have to stay 
home from the party. 

You will probably send your dress to 
the dry cleaners when it’s soiled, but if 
you have one of those celanese evening 
skirts which you wear with a tricky 
blouse or jacket it’s quite possible to do 
a good job of washing it by following 
the same instructions as for your spun 
rayon sport outfit. To iron, proceed as 


directed here for pressing. 


Wool Sweater 
Buy it to fit, for, if proper precautions 
are taken in washing it, it will not lose or 
gain in size and will always look fresh. 
Take the measurements before you 
Or, even 


better, draw an outline of your sweater 


start and write them down. 


on paper. Then if there’s any part, such 
as the waistband, that you’d like made 
smaller or larger, mark as desired on the 
outline. 

Watch the temperature all the way 
through, having both the suds and the 
rinse waters lukewarm throughout, not 
higher than 80 to 100 deg. Fahr. If you 
have a thermometer It pays to use it 
but if not let a few drops fall on the 
inside of your wrist and if there Is no 
sensation of heat at all the water is 
about right. 

Have about a two-inch depth of suds 


made by dissolving pure soap in plenty 


of water. Do the washing under the 
water line using a centle, squeezing 
motion. Lifting and plunging it in and 
out of the water as you work results in 


matting the wool. 

Rinse thoroughly, as soap left in the 
wool Vi II sometimes give an off odor 
alter afew washings. 


Dry flat, patting or kneading up any 


stretched part as you pin it out. To 
shrink a shoulder seam, lay out in the 
desired sha ce, then spre ida damp cl rth 
over it, hold a moderately hot iron on 
he cloth, until the steam stops then 


th 
| lift it up. Don’t use a sliding motion 
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3 out of 4 
Jam and Jelly Champions 
use CERTO 


Mrs. George Collett of Fort 
Frances, Ont. — Prizewinner at 
Rainy River Valley Fair—writes: 
“I feel my success at exhibiting 
has been due to the use of Certo. 
There are many definite advan- 
tages. First —it is a time-saver. 
Second —it is a saver of fuel. 
Third —Best of all it saves the 
anxiety and time of testin gas to 
whether your jam or jelly will 
set. You are assured of success 
before you start,” 


Try this Fast, Reliable, 


Wm 








sults. 


finishe 


it 


OT A 


RTO 


how 
time and work over a hot stove,’ 





So Sure!—With Certo you 
get tested, easy-to-follow 
recipe 
and you can be sure of re- 


Prizewinner at Didsbury 
(Alta. 
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Be advised by women who know 








Economical Way! 


So Quick and Easy!—it only takes a very 
short time to make a batch of Certo jam or 
jelly. For jams you need give only a one- 
minute to two-minute full, rolling boil — for 
jellies only a half-minute to a minute. Mrs. 
. Clark, Prizewinner at Estevan Fair, knows 


quick and easy the Certo way is. “It saves 
’ she writes. 


So Economical!—Since very little juice 
has time to boil away, you get about half 
again as much jam or jelly from an equal 
amount of fruit. “I get a greater quantity 
than 1 would have, had I used the long- 
boil method,” writes Mrs. E. B. Dalziel, 
Prizewinner at Brampton Fall Fair, 


So Fresh and Bright!—In this 
short boil you retain all the fresh, 
natural taste and colour. The old- 
fashioned long boil affects the 
taste and darkens the colour. As 
Mrs. Lunn, Prizewinner at Ox- 
ford (N.S.) Exhibition, writes: 


“The shorter boiling keeps the fresh fruit flavour 
and colour.” 


s. Follow them exactly 


Miss Mary Ruediger, 





) Fair, agrees: “The 
d product is perfect. You cannot go wrong 


with Certo,” 


CERTO is concentrated FRUIT 


PECTIN ...the natural jellifying sub- 
stance extracted from fruit in which 


is most abundant. 














1 BREAKFAST 


Diced Pineapple 
Cereal 
Plain Omelet 
Toast 
§ Coffee Tea 


Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 





Rhubarb 
French Toast 
Maple Syrup 

Coffee Tea 


eals of the Month 


Thirty-one Menus for July 


st a. PN 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Ham Balls Potato Chips 
Sliced Tomatoes 
Ginger and Marmalade 
Sandwiches 
Watermelon Chocolate Cake 
Coffee Ginger Ale 


Welsh Rarebit 
Green Salad 
French Dressing 
Fruit Cup 
Tea Cocoa 


Jellied Veal Molds 
Grated Carrot and Green 
Pepper Salad 
Rolls 
Fresh Pineapple 
Tea Cocoa 


Scrambled Eggs on Toast 
Radishes xreen Onions 
Stewed Cherries 
Tea Apple Juice 





aaa mmeeemaaaE 
Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 





Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





7(Sunday) 
Chilled Watermelon 








Cereal 
Grilled Ham Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 
8 
Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
9 
Stewed Rhubarb 
Bread and Milk 
Graham Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 





Cereal with Berries 
Poached Eggs on Toast 
Coffee Tea 








il 
Apple Juice 
Foca 
Brown Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
12 


Stewed Prunes with Lemon 
Soft-cooked Eggs 





Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
= a 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Bacon Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 
14 Par 
(Sunday) 
Cantaloupe 
Waffles 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
15 ey 
Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Scones Honey 
Coffee Tea 





Stewed Gooseberries 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


Cream of Mushroom Soup 
Tomato and Cheese Sandwiches 
Strawberries and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Chilled Fresh Salmon 
Mayonnaise 
Potato Chips 

Cucumber Salad Ring 

Ginger Cup Cakes 
ea Cocoa 





Asparagus with Cheese 
Sauce on Toast 
Fresh Fruit Salad 
Chocolate Layer Cake 
Tea Coffee 


Lobster and Celery Salad 
Canned Fruit 
Cake (left over) 
Tea Cocoa 


Vegetable Soup 
Lettuce and Grapefruit Salad 
Fruit Sherbet 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Cabbage, Pineapple and Nut 
Salad 
Waffles and Syrup 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Meat Loaf 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Fruit Cup 
Drop Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 
Berries and Cream 
Biscuits 
Tea Cocoa 


Chickén Broth 
Crackers Cheese 
Gingerbread 
Foamy Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Lobster 
Radishes Celery 
Raspberries and Cream 
Fancy Cakes 


Tea Cocoa 


Casserole of Vegetables with 
Diced Left-over Meat 
Green Apple Sauce 
Toasted Scones 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Salmon 
Cucumber Salad 
Bananas in Lemon Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 





DINNER 
Vegetable Soup 
Cold Roast Beef (from Sunday) 
Potato Cakes String Beans 
Vanilla Ice Cream 
Strawberry Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Veal Stew 
Boiled Potatoes 
Beet Greens 
Cherry Cobbler 
Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Bouillon 
Vegetable Plate 
(Green Peas, Buttered Beets, 
Parsley Potatoes, Creamed 
Celery) 
Strawberry Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 
Stuffed Bacon Rolls 
Mashed Potatoes Spinach 
Cottage Pudding 
Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Fresh Steamed Salmon 
Parsley Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes Cole Slaw 
Deep Rhubarb Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Hamburger Cakes 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Wax Beans 
Banana Custard 
Cookies 
Coffee Tea 


Stuffed Tenderloin 
Mint Sauce 
Browned Potatoes 
Glazed Carrots 
Pineapple Bavarian Cream 
Coffee Ginger Ale 


Cold Tenderloin 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Baked Tomatoes 
Rice Custard with Berries 
Coffee Tea 


Liver and Onions 


Creamed Potatoes Peas 
Strawberry Tart 
Coffee Tea 
Meat Loaf 


Tomato Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes String Beans 
Jellied Rhubarb 
Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Oxtail Soup 
Sweetbreads and Bacon 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Chocolate Nut Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Pan-broiled Trout 
Parsley Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Baked Lemon Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Cottage Roll 
Au Gratin Potatoes 
Shredded Cabbage 
Chilled Prune Whip 
Coffee Tea 


Bouillon 
Platter of Cold Cuts 
Potato Puff Spinach 
Gingerbread Ice Cream 
Sandwich 


Coffee Fruit Rickey 


Frankturters 
Mustard 
Mashed Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Cup Cakes 
Cherry Sauce 
Cottee Tea 
Spinach Soup 
Buttered Noodles, Green 
Peas, Slivered Carrots, 
Cauliflower, Cheese Sauce 
Raspberry Marshmallow 
Coffee Cream Tea 





17 BREAKFAST 
Apple Sauce 


Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
18 * 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Grilled Bacon 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 
19 
£sigared Cherries 
Cereal 
Toasted Rolls Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
4 


Baked Rhubarb 
Creamed Halibut on Toast 
Coffee Tea 


21(Sunday) 
Grapefruit and Orange 


Juice 
Ham and Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
ei 8 ee 
Sliced Bananas 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
2 
Raspberries 
Bacon 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 
24 
Chilled Melon 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
25 
Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Bran Muffins 
Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 
26 wee ae 
Cereal with Berries 
Crisp Waffles 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
27 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
28 A 
Sunday) 


Fresh Blueberries 
Scrambled Eggs and Tomatoes 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


29 


Canned Grapefruit 
Bread and Milk 
Graham Muffins Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


30 


Green Apple Sauce 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


31 
Orange Juice 
Coddled Eggs 


Toast Marmalade 
Coffec Tea 





STUFFED BACON ROLLS—Back bacon slices, sprea 
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LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Italian Spaghetti 
Berries and Cream 
Cookies 
lea Cocoa 


Cream of Asparagus Soup 
Toasted Cheese Fingers 
Rolls Marmalade 


Tea Cocoa 


Devilled Egg Salad 
Brown Bread and Butter 

Almond Blancmange 
Tea Cocoa 


Ramekins of Carrots and Peas 
with Cheese Crust Topping 
Chilled Cantaloupe 
Small Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Mushroom Soup 
Assorted Sandwiches 
Fruit Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Spinach and Poached Eggs 
Biscuits Honey 
Tea Coffee 


Cold Sliced Meat 
Raisin and Carrot Salad 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 

Fruit Cup 
Cookies 
Cocoa 


Tea 


Cream of Tomato Soup 
Shredded Raw Vegetable Salad 
Iced Layer Cake 
Tea Ginger Ale 


Cheese Toast and Bacon 
Raspberry Trifle 
use left-over cak« 

Tea Cocoa 


Salmon or Lobster in 
Lemon Aspic Rolls 
Blanc Mange 
Fresh Fruit Sauce 
Wafe rs 


Tea Cocoa 


Baked Corn Custard 
with Green Peppers 
Berries and Cream 

Chelsea Buns 

Tea Cocoa 


Potato and Celery Salad 


Radishes Cucumbers Olives 
Jellied Fruits 
Whipped Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Bean Soup 
Lettuce and Tomato Salad 
Crackers Cheese 
Stewed Fruit 
Tea Lime Rickey 


Canned Corned Beef 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Sliced Cucumbers and Onions 
Lime Jelly Whip 
Tea Cocoa 


3aked Stuffed Peppers 
Brown Rolls 
Mixed Fruit Salad 
Nut Bread 
Tea Fruit Punct 





secured with toothpicks and cooked in a moderate oven. 
POTATO PUFF—Mashed potatoes mixed with seasoning and egg, beaten until light, piled 
in a baking dish and reheated in the oven. 












DINNER 
Rib Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Green Beans Piquante 
Gooseberry Tapioca 
Cotfee Tea 


Cold Roast Beef 
Horse-radish 
Potato Chips 
Molded Raw 

Vegetable Salad 

Raspberry Shortcake 
Coffee Ginger Ale 


Boiled Halibut 
Celery or Caper Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes Spinach 
Black Currant Rolypoly 
Coffee Tea 





Tomato Bouillon 
Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Boiled Potatoes 
Swiss Chard 
Baked Caramel Custard 
Coffee Tea 

Mixed Grill 
Lamb Chop, Kidney, Sausage, 
Mushroom, Tomato 
Potato Balls, Watercress Salad 
Jellied Fruits in Ginger Ale 
Cotlee Iced Tea 


Sirloin Steak 
Riced Potatoes 
Toasted Carrots 

3utterscotch Tapioca 
Cotfee Tea 


Julienne Soup 
Fried Small Fish 
Lemon Sections 
Mashed Potatoes Green Beans 
Sour Cream Pie 
Cottee Tea 


Boiled Corned Beef 
New Potatoes Cabbage 
Sliced Oranges and Bananas 
Date Mallow Drops 
Coffee lea 


Corned Beef Hash 
Peas Broiled Tomatoes 
Cherry Cobbler 
Coffee lea 


Cream of Celery Soup 
Mushroom Omelet 
French Fried Potatoes 
Spinach 
Apple Crisp 
Coftee Tea 


Grilled Kidneys and Bacon 
Mashed Potatoés 
Creamed Young Onions 
Ginger Parfait 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Ham Slices 
Creamed Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 
Raspberry Tart Pi 
Ginger Ale and Grape Juice 
Punch 
Coffee 


Lamb Chops 
Parsley Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
French Toast 
Cherry Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Roast of Veal 
Browned Potatoes 
Carrots 
Blueberry Cup Cakes 
Lemon Sauce 
Cottee lea 


Broth 
Cold Sliced Veal 
Potato Cakes 
Creamed Cauliflower 
Baked Custard 
Fresh Raspberries 
Collec Tea 


d with poultry dressing, rolled up, 
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é SA RAOTE 5. ASTIN? PS STORE PAE EL EO A 
hat School Will Y hi 
a ‘ a / 
What School Will Your Child Attend 
; ry . y ‘ 
This Fall? 
If this questi se ‘ bl : : a 
8 question presents a problem to you just write— 5 
Educational Director, CHATELAINE, 481 University Ave. § 
Toronto, Canada 4 
1 DROS TORTS GOA UPS MN BOREL FLL EPISTLE REAR mel 
ren 
ok 
or. Ripe Cherry Jam 1 Cupful of blanched almonds 
2n (A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe (chopped) 
, , f 9 ‘ ” 
i. 2 Pounds of pitted ripe sweet Sugar The “Guaranteed Can't Fail” seal on the 
ice i cherries, chopped Wash and cut the rhubarb without 1940 Kkovah Jelly Maker says you can't fail 
ne Crushed cherry pit meats valine, Cack:4 Re to make delicious jams and jellies, quickly 
at Pp Is. 1 f a ok tor ten minutes Over a FULL and more economically. By following the 
é 2 Pounds, 10 ounces of sugar ( nN é > stré les ¢ TK MAKER i 
" ih cagticl low ae then oo strawberries and DIRECTIONS simple directions you'll have better color, 
cook five minutes longer. Measure and ares Cae toe) ic 
Or ‘ a . Z an os INSIDE XING JAM AND JELLY nicer flavor and a perfect tender set. 
ackage of powdered pectin I] = . FOR-MA 3 k k 
“i e : ’ allow three-quarters of a cupful of mi iets §=Kkovah Jelly Maker is a pure citrous fruit 
4 ; al cay from ae , sugar to each cupful of pulp. Boil pectin in convenient powder form. Try it. 
: elgh the prepared truit and put rt : a) : al ce , 
; | i | slowly until thic k, adding the chopped FREE! if your grocer doesn’t handle Kkovah Jelly Maker or is AT, 
iG In a preserving Kettle over strong direct nuts a few minutes before removin x it temporarily out of stock send his name to Langley Harris & Co. Ltd.. 
heat Add the c hed cherr [ é ; : one 8 . Toronto, and you'll receive free of charge handy recipe folder and ‘ 
eo! rea + fC Ine crushed cherry pit meats from the stove. Pour into sterilized jars “Can't Fail’’ Chart for making delicious jams and jellies. ae 140.1604 
se ee in . _° € 2 chee " as Heat and seal. MAKES 
: thoroughly ut do not boil. vemove 
he f ’ 
iti the cherry pit meats and shake the i T20z JAM 
Z ats and shé Rhubarb Relish 
a powdered pectin slowly into the fruit, (A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
~ stirring constantly. Bring to a high boil 314 Pounds of diced rhubarb 
or and boil hard for half a minute, continu- 114 Pounds of brown sugar Oe RE Tanne ae 
7 ‘ Ing the stirring. Then stir in the sugar, 1 Cupful of corn syrup O t : ] ad : 3 ( ll 
;; bring to a full rolling boil and boil hard 34 Cupful of cider vinegar nm arto tes O ege 
for two and a half minutes, stirring 1 Teaspoonful of ground cloves Trafalgar Castle, Whitby, Ont. - A Residential School For Girls 
I g 
_ frequently. Remove from the heat, 1 Teaspoonful of ground oe ee of ge ar, Rome one tan 
J o- . . : . : ‘ ublic Schoo oO onour Mat- ics. OWimming ool, Gymna- 
skim and stir by turns for five minutes _ cinnamon riculation. Music, Art, Inter- sium, Two-Manual Pipe Organ. 
to discourage fruit from floating. Pour 14 Teaspoontul of ground mace ior ete et sr gg egy. and Riding 
oe op . se science, Secretarial with Resident Mistresses. 138 
into hot sterilized jars and seal at once. Household Science, 
. . . 2, py } : I 
Yield approximately, nine eight-ounce Wash the rhubarb and cut into half- For Prospectus write to Principal Rev. C.K. Carscallen, M.A.,D.D. 
glasses. inch pieces, leaving the skin on. Weigh, ne ——— —— 
. ; - ____ put into a preserving kettle and add the : “ 
- Rhubarb and Strawberry Conserve remaining ingredients. Put over heat, ; mea Ol e e 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe ie a aor 
FOUNDE ‘ 


stir constantly until the sugar is dis- 
solved and then simmer until the mix- 
ture thickens. Pour into hot sterilized 





7 3 Quarts of rhubarb (cut in 

7 one-inch pieces) 

1 Quart of strawberries (cut 
in halves) 


ST. THOMAS, ONTARIO 


Delightful location; Extensive grounds; wellappointed 
buildings with Automatic Sprinkler Protection, Gym- 
nasium; Swimming Pool; Tennis; Riding; Golf; 
Skating. Courses include High School to Junior and 
Senior Matriculation, Public School, Music, Secre- 

tarial, Home Economics, Art, Dramatics, Interior 

Decoration and Handicrafts. 


jars and seal. x 










Write for prospectus. Principal: Rev. P. S. Dobsqn, M.A., D.D. 
A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
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i ly Marie le Ce uy ; 

{ GET YOUR 

4 

: i ¢¢ | 

| || “BABYKINS”! 

i A big, pink skinned, dimpled 

; "BABYKINS” that's as cute 
> : * as a real baby — you will 

; , just love having one to dress 

é 5 and put to bed. 


You can have this lovely doll 
WITHOUT ANY COST TO 
YOU. Send us ONLY THREE 
4 one year, new or renewal, 
4 subscriptions for CHATE- 
4 LAINE at $1.00 each, and we 
will send ‘’Babykins” to your 
home, postpaid. You may 
include one, new or renewal, 


+ eS 





subscription from your own ‘% 
is C765—Oval table centre in cutwork. An elaborate but very graceful ‘ home. The other two sub- 77 
, design—which shows up so beautifully on a polished table. You will also : scriptions MUST BE SOLD YOU CAN HAVE 
x find this perfectly lovely on your tea wagon. Size 18 x 28 inches, it comes ; and paid for by the sub- si . a 
stamped on heavy white or ivory cutwork, and is priced at 75 cents; 3 scribers. BABYKINS 
cottons for working, 25 cents. i Fada tek eae ad ths cewes isi WITHOUT SPENDING A PENNY! 
Order from Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, 4 the subscribe on a plain sheet ¢ ! beautiful doll will delight the he 
enclosing postal note or money order. If sending cheque kindly add 4 ee howing the an MAS ERER pare any little girl. It is practically unbrea! 
fifteen cents for bank exchange. Full directions for working are sent. 4 pled gg oleate pen + Raney gions ae ty inches tall, bas eyes Mat ¢ 
Prices include postage. 2 your remittar f § 8 ; ae eee 4 
3 Miss Phyllis Taylor, Chatelcine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Ont. 
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MAKE YOUR OWN 
BRITISH — UNSHRINKABLE~COLORFAST 
36 — inches wide. At all leading stores or gis 
write Wm. Hollins, Ltd., 266 King St. , 
Gleea enter Uivetevreerrceeee Meee. WEAVER, 
stage and screen star, says, ‘“‘Dioxogen 
Cream is marvelous for a quick beauty pick 
up, as an overnight cream, as a cleanser. 
Its special ingredient — pure, active oxygen, 
makes my skin feel alive and refreshed.” 
Besides all the rich ingredients of a fine face 
A sleeve board is handy when ironing your white rayon blouse. cream — you get this special beneficial one 
— active oxygen, at no extra cost. Treat 
your complexion to Dioxogen Cream today. 
with your iron, as the purpose is to shape Wash your coat often enough so that | Bring Springtime to your skin. Ask for 
and mold your sweater, not to smooth rubbing is not necessary. This may | Dioxogen Cream—25c, 50c, or $1.00 size. 2 
our wrinkles. smear the color, so instead of the DIOXOGEN CREAM 
Cotton Print Housecoat rubbing motion squeeze the suds through | ggg CLEANSING AND SKIN TONING in 
If the colors are guaranteed “‘fast’’ and through the material. he 
you can go ahead with ordinary com- Rit icky 1 decor cal vate s| ott tC C‘C; tic 
mon-sense precautions. If not, you’d squeeze, rather than wring out the FRECKLES . sone tow _ —_ th 
better test an inconspicuous corner as_ excess. Roll in a towel in such a way famous Hiscott Institut. th 
well as a bit of the trimming before you _ that the colored parts do not touch, then PIMPLES Sere ee ears ooar po 





begin. pat out as much water as you can and BLACKHEADS tively removes these blem st) 
ishes. Money back if not 
ie 


To keep the colors clear and bright remove the garment immediately. Dry 


Q “7 : ; - : delighted. Send $1.65 for : 
feet soaked in perspiration! do not soak but wash as quickly as_ wrong side out so that any bleeding is ECZEMA Srasreus pot direct to ‘ in 
. . . ° , Ss NS 
possible. Speed is essential, so try not toward the wrong side. Hang stripes SALLOWNESS TUTE Ltd., 63 College St., br 





pe pee og sn se Reena en to have yourself interrupted in the vertically, and if the color is loose stuff Toronto. fo. 
Excessive perspiration irritates skin between | Middle of the process. the sleeves with tissue paper. a Soe ; fre 
your toes. And when the skin cracks, painful Do not use alkaline powders but Iron before quite dry, using a cooler sk 


. Athlete’s Foot may strike! dissolve neutral soap in the water before iron that you would on white goods. © Y r is | D r ey, to 
Cracks you begin. And don’t iron through a double thick- in 
x0 The temperature should be cool to ness of the print as sometimes the color BARRIE, ONTARIO \ 

between ee lukewarm, for the hotter the water the goes through from one piece to the other. SCHOOL FOR GIRLS gl, 
your Wh more extensive the “bleeding” unless Do not sprinkle and do not leave rolled ee ae ae 


. Preparation for the Universities Music, Art, R 
the dyes are fast. up in the towel. + Handicrafts, Dramatics, Riding (resident Rid- 
ing Instructress Summer and Winter Sports. 
Opportunity is given for the fullest develop- 
ment of personality and individual gifts 
The i that cause ee eaadeat necessary as part of the 
Athlete's Foot actually Jamboree +: Conti one At | = 
ontinued from page 45 “ety SEAS ' is ais 
grow twice as fast when pas For Prospectus, apply to the Principals. 
they feed on excessive 
perspiration and dead 
skin. When cracks ap- 


pear between your toes, 








prepared blackberries and the sugar. will make eleven to twelve eight-ounce 


they get under the skin, Cook very slowly until thick—about _ glasses. W// PEROT. : 
spread quickly. Your one and a half hours—stirring fre- ‘ , : ae he 
toes redden, itch—it’s Athlete’s Foot! quently. Then remove from the heat Gooseberry and Pineapple <soneneve 
Drench and stir in the chopped nuts. Pour into 1 14 Qu ne of gO ee ; — sal N \ F Tata de 
NG hot sterilized glasses and seal. a Cur ee arte 
Q 4 Cupful of cold water 


those Cracks 1 2 Cupfuls of shredded fresh 
/ { Currant and Raspberry Jelly pineapple 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 4 Cupfuls of sugar 





a, At the first sign of a 








1 Cupful of seeded raisins 











‘ . ° 
, crack, drench the entire 7 . : Gives % 
foot with Absorbine Jr. 21% Pints of raspberries, 1 Cupful of chopped walnuts 
full strength. approximately Hours of 
1. Absorbine Jr. is a power- 2% Pints of currants ai tate core ans at . 
ful fungicide, it kills the ee Remove the stem ends and tails from Protection 
Athlete's Foot fungi on Spproximetery the gooseberries, wash and drain care- a 
ns 314 Pounds (7% cupfuls of sugar) fully. Boil the gooseberries with the a : 
2. It dissolves the perspira- 1 Bottle of wesel neck: : ; ; : y ; ; d 
tion products on which ottle of Commercial pectin water until the skins burst, add the pine- \ iS ; 
Athlete's Foot fungi ae , . ' ; f 
thrive. . ae ae apple and cook for ten minutes. Then | Safe ¢ No Caustic « No Poison * No Burning 
3. It dries the skin between the toes. Select perfectly ripe fruits and crush add the sugar and raisins and cook . “i 
F . re ee ae 4 7% Everywhere fastidious women are adopting this 
4. it soothes and helps heal the Sreken teewed, thoroughly. Add one-half A cupful of slow ly , stirring frequently until thick new, amazingly safe way in feminine hygiene! 
5. tt relieves Itching end pein of Athlete's Foot. water and heat just to the boiling point. about one and a half hours. Remove | Notonly to kill germs on contact, but to enjoy 
Guard against reinfection. Boil socks 15 min- ; a jelly g , . . 7 continuous protection hours longer — without 
cian Dales <n “rg Cemcngatir tempera A Pour into a jelly bag and allow to drip. from the heat, stir in the nuts and mix ierlaaes to Note tena r . 
your doctor in addition to using Absorbine Jr. | Measure the juice—there should be well. Pour into hot sterilized glasses and ‘afied Sontiews se dainty. snow white 
: . . . on : Called Zonitors—these dainty, snow white, 
$1.25 a bottle at all druggists. four and one-half cupfuls, but if there is seal. greaecites suppositories eoread 2 deep reaching 
a shortage, add a little water to the pulp protective coating. To kill germs, bacteria at 
' » telly ¢ a at | r - o 1 contact. To cleanse thoroughly. To deodorize 
Spe ded ii ta We in the jelly bag and let it drip through Saskatoon Jam — re ape Say pm bl eee. 
2 until the required amount is obtained. i Chatelaine Institute approved recipe | Zonite most rful continuo lion 
pas H J . ° . ‘ | AZnitors are 10s OW conil 10US8-ACLIiO 
ana Set ta ot gOle) fungi Put the measured juice and Sugar into a 4 Cupfuls of saskatoons eanaualaieian .. Gakaie onde ter delicate t uc 
sdeialiachedhd hehe large saucepan, stir and bring to the 1 Cupful of water | Non-caustic, contain no poison. Don’t burn or 
boil. As soon as it boils, add the pectin, 114 Cupfuls of sugar irritate. Help promote gentle healing. 
Also QUICK RELIEF for: stirring constantly, bring to a full rolling we niga * oe ae re 2 te oe 
e ° . “? . ° ° abie wi water. Nothing tO mix, nO apparatus 
Sore, aching muscles « Tired, burning boil and boil for one-half minute. Pick over and wash the berries care- | needed. Come 12in package individually sealed 


feet + Sunburn «+ Bites of mosquitoes J r Roos . : : . r : seaEe irig 
anil clties email Wnsoce. Remove from the fire at once, allow to fully, then boil in a saucepan w ith the in ae nage Red Zonitor ; ea. 
wena wecemeaeneaweawe | Stand for one minute, then remove the water for five minutes. Add the sugar | 8'S'S: ¢Otlow this amazingly sale wayne 
i : : : . ; inine hygiene women are raving about, 

W. F. YOUNG, Lyman Pidg., scum. Pour quickly into hot glasses and stir until it is dissolved, then boil seeniae toakidhs cont te 

Montreal, Canada. Send me sample FREE ing Seek sent 
Zonite Products Corporation 
Limited, Ste-Thérése, Que. 





bottle of Absorbine Jr FREE. and cover with a thin film of hot paraffin. for one minute longer. Pour into hot 
When cold, cover with another layer of _ sterilized jars and seal. Equal quantities | 
hot paraffin, about one-eighth inch of saskatoons and rhubarb can be used, 
thick, rolling the glasses to spread the in which case more sugar should be 
paraffin round the sides. This amount added and a little less water used 
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What Price Glamour , Continued from page 42 





Zut the sight of Clyde sprawled on 
the floot brought light to Mark’s logged 


senses. He had never before struck a 


man, and with two blows he had knocked 
Clyde out. 


The memory of bon t 


avains 


bone crawled through his fingers, still 
clenched. A creeping horror, a d sTust- 
ing sense of futility sickened him and, 
turning to Leda, he said, “‘ You wanted 


it. Now you've got it. See tor vourself 
how strong lam. I’mahero. I knocked 


out the great athlete. So what?” 


The sound of his voice broke the 
enchantment, released excitement and 
near hysteria from the crowd. ‘*‘What 
happened?” ‘“‘What crack was that 


Clyde made?” “What did Mark say to 
Leda?” “Didn’t > “Cood 
lord, is Clyde deac 

Grant Kimberly 
cleared a space about Clyde, dispatched 
Craig kit, 
ordered Pinkie to play, to get the guests 
Clyde 


returned. 


any body he al ?’ 
on 


took command, 


for water and a first-aid 
Oye 
being 


before Craig He 
He had merely been 


doing something. was 
revived 
wasn’t Injured, 
caught unexpectedly and was dazed. 
Seeing this, Grant turned to Mark. 

“What about your hands? Let me 
see them. I think you need the atten- 
tion.” 

Leda had come closer, slowly, on tip- 
as a child 
punishment. Under the tan, her face 
had a sickly pallor, and nobody was 


Mark smiled disparag- 


toe, hesitantly who fears 


looking at he ,.. 


& 


sonti dent 


Kurbly v 


ure 
mot our Gau 


Ct 
se lo od "——3 
ap”. 
cep ey earls 


- cue 
“Your Kesolve Vnshaken, 
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ingly, and by habit lifted his left hand. 
It was still clenched, as if he’d been pre- 
pared to strike another blow. It was not 
astonishing that the skin was superfi- 
cially torn and beginning to show red. He 
was not accustomed to use his hands in 


such ways, and their inner strength was 


no guarantee of the toughness of the 
; : ; 

skin. What was entirely incredible was 
that the fingers did not respond to his 


desire to open them. 


Mark dropped his hand hurriedly. 
“it’s nothing that a little iodine and a 
good massage won’t cure,” he said 
lightly. But the intense, if abortive look 
of horror on his face, when his fingers 
had failed to obey the command of his 
mind, told another tale to those who 
closed in for the aftermath. 

**Mark!”’ Leda gasped. “*Oh, Mark!” 
with such an agony of realization that 
the others fell back. 

These two stood alone, staring at each 
other. Leda’s lifted, strained face held 
appeal, but Mark was beyond it. He 
gave her one long, stony, inscrutable 
look, and out of the 
pavilion, toward the house. 


Grant was at his heels. 


turned away, 
“There’s a 
doctor four miles up the road, Mark.” 

“Tl go back to town, Mr. Kimberly, 
to my own man. I’m sorry. You don’t 
want me here after this, anyway. I’m 
sure it’s nothing.” 


- To be Continued 


By Marie le Cer} 


C770—-Another inspiring message 
from His Majesty the King. ‘to 
strengthen and comfort his people 
in this time of stress, our beloved 
Sovereign has sent us another 
heartening message, a part ol 
which we have made into a 
sampler for a companion to 
His Majesty’s former great mess- 
age of December 25 last. The 
sampler is 12 x 15 inches, stamped 
on either fine cream or deep ecru 
Irish linen — please be sure to 
state preference. Price, 50 cents; 
cottons for working, 10 cents. 


C769 — Collar and belt set. A very 
charming and colorful set that will make 
an individual model of any plain dress 
or linen suit. The belt comes in two 
styles (as illustrated)—with wide froni, 
about 5 inches, or the same all round 
about 2'4 inches. Please state style pre 
ferred. Comes stamped on fine white, 
cream, green or yellow linen, or on 
heavy ecru crepe linen. Collar or belt 
price 50 cents each, complete with lining 
and cottons for working. 


* 


These are Chatelaine Patterns, Handi- 
craft Series. Order from Marie Le Cerf, 
Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, To- 
ronto, enclosing postal note or money 
order. If sending cheque kindly add 
fifteen cents for bank exchange. Articles 
from previous issues can always be sup- 
plied. Full directions for working are 
sent. Prices include postage 


THIS FAMOUS FOOD BUMOS 
STURDY BOYS AND CIS 











‘Teen age youngsters burn-up an in- 
credible amount of energy. Shredded 
Wheat will help replace this energy — 
give them plenty of the precious “food 
fuel” they need. Two Shredded Wheat, 
with milk and fruit, actually contain 
eight vital food values: Vitamins A, By 
and C, Carbohydrates, Proteins, Iron, 
Calcium and Phosphorus. It’s a delicious 
breakfast of balanced nourishment. 


The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Ltd. 
Niagara Falls - Canada 


FOR THIS 
aa 
PACKAGE AT 
YOUR FOOD 
STORE 


This Book Should Be In Every Home 


“The Universal Home Doctor is modern 
and quite reliable.” 

The above is the comment of a Canadian medical 
authority who has examined this book. You must not 
miss this exceptional opportunity of securing a copy 
of this invaluable book—now offered for sale in 
Canada at an amazingly low price. Everyone—married 
or single, man or woman; young, middle-aged or ad- 
vanced in years—will find full and frank advice on 
their own intimate problems of health and hygiene. 
Valued by the British publishers at more than $5.00, 
THE UNIVERSAL HOME DOCTOR brings you a 
wealth of helpful information in concises form, writ- 
ten in simple, straightforward language which all can 
understand. The 2,500 subjects treated in the book are 
conveniently arranged in alphabetical order. 


THE UNIVERSAL HOME DOCTOR 


most reliable family medical 





his great book deserves a place in every home—the very latest, 








reference—832 pages, over 600,000 words, thousands of authentic facts and hundreds of 
practical photographs, illustrations and detailed anatomical drawings. Compiled in Harley 
Street, the medical centre of London and edited personally by an eminent Harley Street 


physician. Fvery one of its 2,500 subjects written by an expert. A handsome volume 





) x 642” bound in rich red Morocco-grained art. leather embossed in gold. 

We have been informed A Book Valued at “This book is truly a very 
by the British publishers Over $5.00 for useful aid to everyone. 
of this marvellous new There should be one in 
medical reference, that every home.” —M. H., 


TIMMINS, ONT. 


SUPPLY LIMITED 
ORDER TODAY 


sales have now exceeded 
an amazing total of more 
than TWO MILLION 


copies! 


ONLY *1.70 


Plus 25 cents for packing and postage 
(Air Mail Extra if required) 
OFFER GOOD FOR CANADA ONLY 


We welcome enquiries about any other book in which you might be interested. 



























































Ca en SED SEE SO eae Do Not Detach Label From Order Coupon =————————4 
| HOME BOOK SERVICE | - 

210 Dundas Street W., Toronto, Canada. | Book With Care | 
| Please send me copies of The | 
| UNIVERSAL HOME DOCTOR at $1.70 pe From HOME BOOK SERVICE | 
| copy, plus 25 cents per copy to cove! pac! 210 Dundas St. W., Toronto | 
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" DRUDGERY our 
OF CLEANING! © 
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MADE IN 
CANADA 


GILLETT’S Pure Flake Lye 
washes off dirt without hard 
scrubbing. It cuts right 
through grease. Removes 
stubborn stains. 

Use Gillett’s Lye in solu- 
tion* for all heavy cleaning. 
Pour it full strength down 
toilet bowls and clogged 
drains. Keep it handy and 
save hours of drudgery. 


*Never dissolve lye in hot water. 
The action of the lye itself 
heats the water. 


FREE BOOKLET— Send for your free 
copy of Gillett’s Lye booklet. 


Standerd Brands Ltd., Fraser Ave. 
and Liberty Street, Toronto, Ont. 





CLEAR THE CAUSE OF 


BABY’S 
DIARRHOEA 


IT saps your baby’s strength. Lowers his resis- 
tance to disease. Leaves him a prey to other 
sicknesses. Regulate the bowels and banish it 
immediately. 

Read the experience of Mrs. Edith Stroud, 
of Brown’s Line P.O., Ont.: “I have nine chil- 
dren, have not had one serious illness among 
them, and owe this to Baby’s Own Tablets. 
For diarrhoea they are invaluable. They 
quickly clear up cause.” 

souneey effective, also, in cases of simple 
Sot, 38 - colic, upset stomach, constipa- 
ple croup, indigestion and teething 
Ee les. 

Free of stupeiying Sum 2 and opiates, Easy 
to as cand y fe and harmless. Ana- 
lyst’s report in every box. Get a package today. 

ickness so often strikes in the’ night. 25 cents. 
Money back if 7Oe are not satisfied. 


YOUR 
BABY 


at 
Teething 
Time? 


Cross, fretful, feverish—unless the little 
gyevemn is working just right. Steedman's 

owders — the standby of mothers the 
wore over for more than 100 years— 
sently cleanse the system of impurities 
which are often the cause of feverish- 
ness, upset stomach and other troubles 
at teething time. At your druggist’s, 


FREE BOOKLET “Hnints to Mothers” 


ga request. Write John Steedman & Co. 
Dept. 8, 442 St. Gabriel St., Montreal. 68R 


o- 
ors, 


g°STEEDMANS| 


Jeething teens POWDERS 








Look for the double EE symbol on each package. 
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THE DEVELOPMENT of a baby’s 
teeth begins when the mother is about 
seven months pregnant. By the time 
the baby is born each tiny tooth of 
both his first and second sets lies em- 
bedded in his jaws, and may be observed 
in an X-ray plate of the unborn head. 
As the baby grows, his teeth grow also, 
and they begin to cut through about the 
sixth or seventh month. Teething is a 
normal process and should not be 
accompanied by any disturbance. How- 
ever, many children are irritable and 
appear to be uncomfortable while 
teething, and for want of some better- 
known cause the condition is blamed on 
the teeth. I do not believe in it very 
much, but if the baby seems really to be 
sick, the doctor should be called. 


Aids to teething are hard rubber 
rings, baked crusts of bread, a cooked 


chicken bone with no meat or gristle 
on it, or a hard cracker. The teeth and 
jaws are developed by exercise. ‘The 
most important things to remember 
about the baby’s teeth are that they 
continue to develop from early pregnancy 
until the permanent teeth come through, 
and that the diet during 
pregnancy, and the child’s diet through- 
out infancy and childhood are both 
extremely important. 

Beginning at the age of three, the 
child should be taken to the dentist 
three times a year, and if the teeth are 
very susceptible to decay he should see 
the dentist oftener. All the materials 
for the growth of the teeth, indeed of 
the entire body, are taken into the body 
by way of the mouth, 
importance of good food and of having 
At the age of six 
six-year molar,” and 


mother’s 


so one sees the 


good teeth to chew it. 
the child cuts his “ 
it is the sixth tooth from the front. The 
think that 
important one of all. 


dentists this is the most 
The care of baby’s teeth should begin 
as soon as the first tooth appears. No 
paste or powder is necessary in these 
very early days. The habit of using a 
and of keeping the teeth 
begun thus early, is likely to 
the child. 
When the child is between five and six 


Ww ill be gin 


toothbrush 
clean, 
remain with 


years old, his four front teeth 


The Baby 
Clinie 


soon they will fall out and 


to loosen; 
new ones, permanent teeth, 
At about the same time, 
four large molars, or grindérs, will start 
through the gum just back of the baby 
teeth. 
they belong to the second set intended 


their place. 


These are very important, and 
to last for a lifetime. These molars 
should be inspected by the dentist, as 
sometimes they have small holes in 
them. These should be stopped by the 
dentist. If your child has crooked teeth 
they should be corrected by the dentist, 
otherwise they may handicap the child 
throughout life, making it difficult for 
him to chew properly. He may, 
of the crooked teeth, become a mouth- 
breather. 
Tooth-building foods are those contain- 


because 


ing mineral salts, calcium, phosphorus, 
and the A, Cand D. Along 
with other nourishing foods the mother 
should take cod-liver oil, 
butter, egg 
and fruits. As the 
similar foods are required for him. 


Your Question Box 


Question—What are the signs of 
tuberculous meningitis? What 
cause? Can the disease be prevented? 

Mrs. W. H. W., Ingersoll, Ont. 

Answer—Tuberculous meningitis is 
secondary to tuberculosis elsewhere in 
the body. Milliary tubercles grow in the 
thin membrane of the brain called the 
pia mater. There they set up an 
inflammation. The onset is slow except 
in very young infants. 
marked change in disposition, 


vitamins 


milk, « he ese. 


ss, Whole grains, vegetables 


baby grows up, 


is the 


There is a 
drowsi- 
night, 
rigidity of 


ness, irritability, screaming at 


constipation, stiffness and 


the nec k, 


convulsions 


turning of the eyes, unequal 


pupils, and low fever. 


Many of these cases come from the us« 
milk 
The disease may be prevented 
by the use of safe milk, the removal of 
child further 


contact with persons definitely tubercu- 


of -raw containing the tubercle 


bacillus. 
tubercle-infected from 


lous and by having the child’s resistance 


built up by rest, fresh air, sunshine and 


gi od food. * 


will take 
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MOTHERS! nert’s 

WHY BABY’S DELICATE 
| SKIN NEEDS A SPECIAL 
| BABY SOAP 





- 
ei 





ADULT'S SKIN> ; 
Showing closely } 
packed cells and more 
durable texture. 





tell you that baby’s 
skin is only half as thick as the average 


@ Doctors will 


adult’s skin. That’s why you must use 
only the mildest, gentlest soap for baby. 

Never expose baby’s skin to harsh 
or alkaline soaps which may perman- 
ently injure the sensitive underlying 
tissues. Choose Baby’s Own... the 
soap that’s blended of the purest, 
gentlest ingredients i gga for 
baby’s tender skin. 









Look for the 
Baby’s Own baby on 
the pink and blue package. 









A HAPPY HOBBY! 


Harry 
Outlines the complete home work- 
and care of tools, identification 
of different woods, practical 
for things to build 


price onty 35¢ postraio 


WORKING WITH TOOLS. By 
Hobbs 


shop. Use 


suggestions 


Complete List of ‘‘Hobby’’ Book Titles on Request. 


Ask for One! 
TRANS-CANADA NEWS CO. 
210 Dundas Street West, Toronto 
LIKE CUTICURA 


MOTHERS sss 


DIAPER RASH 


Soothe baby’s tender skin with mildly 
medicated Cuticura Ointment—so reliable 
for relieving rashes, chafings, and other 
skin irritations due to external causes. For 
bathing baby sweet and clean, rely on 
pure, mild Cuticura Soap. After bathing, 
dust on delightfully fragrant Cuticura 
Talcum, Buy these world-known nursery 
aids for your baby today. All druggists. 


CUTICURA Ointment 


NOTHING QUITE 








TRAVELLING — CAMPING 


\"“» —or ON ACTIVE SERVICE “ ’ 
43 ON ] es if belongings are marked 






h CASH'S WOVEN NAMES 
Attractive — Economical — 


\ Durable — Neat ) 


NB FREE--Extra dozen with orders 4) Ty 
placed before July 15th 
From your dealer or write ua 
CASH’S, 10 Grier Street, Belleville, | Gus 
J RIAL OFFER: Send 1% r one dozen of 


nat en int Pde on thy ome mma semi 


of N So Cement 


CASH’S| 3 doz. *1-5°, 6 doz. $2.°°9 NO-SO Cemen 
NAMES) 9 doz. *2-5°,12doz.$3-°° per tube 25 
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The Letters of Davina : 


, Continued from page 10 





APART FROM our ceaseless waiting 
for attack from the air, life in England 
is not so very different from your life 
just now. I mean that the much publi- 
cized rationing is not so very terrible 
after all. 
from friends in Canada, commiserating 
me on my hard lot, and it wasn’t until 
we got snowed under with an avalanche 


I’ve had such a flood of letters 


of butter and sugar and biscuits from 
them, that I realized what they meant. 
Somehow a feeling has got about that 
we are starving. Mr. Mutch of the post 
office stores told me that young Bert 
Plender, home on leave from France, 
had scraped together some tins of bully 
beef to bring to his supposedly famished 
family. Mr. Mutch leaned over the 
counter of his little shop, which is bulg- 
ing with the usual stock, ““Have you 
been short of food?” he asked, and I, 
thinking of those kind but unnecessary 
tins of butter, those frightfully super- 
fluous bags of sugar, had to answer, 
Vea!” 

“It’s that Nazi propaganda getting 
over,” said Mr. Mutch, and I suppose 
that’s what it is. We truly haven’t found 
the rationing at all irksome yet. The 
meat allowance is just our normal weekly 
amount, as a family we don’t take sugar 
in tea or coffee, so the sugar ration is 
larger than we need, and the butter, 
when rationed most, needs augmenting 
with margarine, but for the most part 
we have had half a pound per person per 
week, and that’s ample for anyone. So 
you see that as yet the rationing hasn’t 
altered our housekeeping at all. 
WE DO miss our petrol though. But so 
many people have put their cars up for 
the duration, that when you can scrape 
up a gallon or two of petrol, driving is an 
utter joy. You can skim along the by- 
pass roads, and London is no longer 
one big traffic jam. You can swish round 
Piccadilly, shoot through Hammer- 
smith, whirl across the Notting Hill 
Gate bottleneck, and park pretty nearly 
where you ¢ hoose. The « rossings where 
we waited in interminable jams are bare 
empty speeding places. Never again in 
all our history will we be able to drive in 
such delightful circumstances, and when 
our ration coupons are all used up, then 
we sink together to the rediscovery that 
trains do get there too! 

Of course there is the paper shortage. 
The morning paper is a flat miserable 
thing of four eagerly devoured sheets. | 
found a great wad of paper in the cup- 
board under the stairs one day, and 
was startled to recognize our pre-wal 
morning paper in this sleek fat monster, 
acres and acres of print, and all they had 
to fill the front page was “TORSO 
FOUND IN TRUNK, HORRIBLE 
CRIME IN TOOTING.” Oh, the pip- 
ing days of peace! We carefully collect 
all our waste paper and stack it up for 


the dustmen to collect. In a frenzy of 
War effort I’ve stacked up all my senti- 
lette rs, old 


treasured but useless manuscripts, all 


mental past, programs, 
stacked up to be carted away, and pulped 
down to make new paper. The dustmen 
are busy these days, as the County 


Council have started a Corporation 
Piggery, and along with the waste paper 
we have to save our potato peelings, etc., 
too, for the dustmen to carry off to the 


municipal pigs. 


I AM. still attending the shop of the 
Beaver Club once a week, where the 
coffee and doughnuts are still the best in 
London. The men are beginning to get a 
bit more used to English brands of 
cigarettes, and now they hand us out 
the proper money, and don’t produce a 
handful of mixed change for us to take 
our pick from. The shop is in a very 
central position, and we see the men 
pass to and from the snack bar, and 
through the open door of the canteen we 
can hear the musicians who come to play 
to the men. Sometimes it is the men 
themselves who play. The men sit silent 
at their tables while a khakt figure softly 
plays a violin solo. They certainly 
appreciate gor xd music. 

London is packed with soldiers these 
days. As soon as you arrive at the sta- 
tion you get swept into a seething mass 
of khaki, and a soldier with full kit takes 
upso much room. Rifles dangle, kit bags 
sway, and gas masks obtrude. I got 
entangled with a platoon being en- 
trained in full marching order down the 
moving staircase by a very yqung officer, 
the agonized sergeant shouting from the 
top that they were going the w rong way. 
Whereupon, blushing with confusion the 
tiny officer commanded “Right about 
turn,” and the staircase became jammed 
with the martial tramp of marching men 
trying to climb up the down-moving 
staircase, and I very hot and bothered 
bumping and slithering in the midst. 


TODAY is a hot sunny day, surely even 
the sternest critic of our climate would 
be disarmed by weather like this. I am 
going into the garden now to finish 
painting the seats with pale green paint. 
There aren’t so many cars parked on the 
towing path this summer, so we can 
enjoy the soft river scents from our 
garden wall, untainted by passing ex- 
haust fumes. This year the nightingales 
were back in the willows on the opposite 
bank, they sang with crescendos of de- 
light whenever the searchlights blazed 
out, as if they thought those pale col- 
umns of light fingering the clouds, were 
illuminating the night for their special 
benefit. 

Nightingales singing in the 


Somehow | didn’t expect tl 


War. 


at. 


Yours sincere ly ° 
Davina Craig. 


“MAN'S FAVORITE DESSERT” 


Just as soon as you see the pie recipes in this Chatelaine 


bulletin you'll want to rush into the kitchen and set about 


making the man of the house really happy. Chatelaine Service 
Bulletin No. 2206 has 34 recipes for really interesting pies. 
Price, 15 cents. Write to Service Bulletin Department, 481 Uni- 


versity Avenue, Toronto. 
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or THE EXPERTS CHOICE 


by BARBARA B. BROOKS, noted nutritional authority 


The title of this article reads like an old-time 
thriller, doesn’t it? And it really was thrilling 
to us, when expert after expert confirmed 
our belief that trained palates would choose 
Kellogg's Corn Flakes for flavour! 

Like M. Aquarone, whose statement is 
printed above, these trained taste-experts 
took the test under controlled conditions. 
When they sampled all four brands of corn 
flakes, they had absolutely no idea which 
sample was which. But, expert after expert 
discovered that his first choice was the sample 
which proved to be Keé//ogg’s! 


Housewives record 5-1 family vote! 


Well, it would have been strange if trained 
palates had not supported the majority of 
Canadian families. In a recent coast-to-coast 
survey made by impartial research-workers, 
more than 2000 housewives from every 
province were asked this question: ‘What 
ready-to-eat cereal is the favourite in your 
family?’ The vote was Kellogg's, five-to- 
one over other brands of corn flakes! 

And because Kellogg’s win on flavour 
everywhere, they move faster, reach you 
fresher, crisper. And besides, these hectic 
days, you'll like a breakfast 
that’s ready to serve in 30 
seconds and leaves you 
with no messy pots or pans 
to clean afterwards. Be sure 
to get several packages of 
Canada’s favourite break- 
fast cereal tomorrow! 
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“Kellogg's win on flavour” 
... is the verdict of M. 
Maurice Aquarone, the dis- 
tinguished Chef-de-Cuisine 
of the famous Royal Con- 
naught Hotel, Hamilton. He 
said, ‘Judgment of fine 
shades of flavour is my life 
work.’’ Blindfolded, he 
sampled all four brands of 
corn flakes. He had no hesi- 
tationin choosing the sample 
which later proved to be 
Kellogg’s. The famous Chef 
adds: “There is a subtle dis- 
. tinction in the Kellogg 
‘ flavour which makes it 
Ne especially appealing to a 

“trained palate.”’ 





























































No time these days to work up an appetite 
before breakfast. But Kellogg’s Corn Flakes 
do it for you... make your mouth water. 


Tempt your sleepy stomach awake! 


Kellogg's do these three essential things: 
1. Gently WAKE your 
sleepy stomach! The very mm 
sight of crisp, golden? 
Kellogg’s Corn Flakes 
makes your mouth water, 

whets your appetite. 

2. START you quick! | 
Full of energizing carbo- 
hydrate “‘fuel,’’ Kellogg's 
Corn Flakes help you start 
the day “in high.” 

3. Help Keep you going! A breakfast with 
Kellogg's Corn Flakes served with cream and 
sugar keeps releasing energy for hours. 







It’s really surprising how much nourishment 
you get from tempting Kellogg’s Corn 
Flakes. The average serving with cream and 
sugar has a food value of 223.26 calories, 
as much as many “heavier” alternatives. 
And they're so easy to digest, Kellogg's 
are just the thing for a bedtime snack. Try 
them tonight! 


Nelloggis Corn Hakoo 
ate RST FOR FLAVOUR / 





@ Jealously guarded is the secret of 
Kellogg's richer, more appetizing 
flavour! You'll enjoy it! Try the new 
economical family-size package today! 
When eating out, ask for the wax- 
wrapped individual package. Made 
by Kelloze's in ! ondex, Canada. 

















ei CHADS PLAY * x 
male theh cheese AMMCE 
uth Velyeeta / 


ROBABLY you know how de- 

licious Kraft Velveeta is just 
spread on crackers and sliced for 
sandwiches. But discover, too, 
how this famous cheese food can 
help you get variety into your 
Friday menus. 


Give the family main dishes 
that are rich with Velveeta’s 
tempting Cheddar cheese 
flavor. Velveeta is well 
worthy of this important 
place in your menus, for it 
supplies milk- minerals, 
milk protein, Vitamin A 
and Vitamin G! 





Thrifty homemakers buy Velveeta 
in the 2-pound family-size loaf 
that’s soconvenient to use. There’s 
also a half-pound package. Order 
for your next Friday's meals, and 
listen to the family cheer the 
dishes you make with Velveeta, 
Kraft’s delicious cheese 

food. . 








THE WORLD’S FAVOURITE CHEESES 
ARE MADE OR IMPORTED BY KRAFT 
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VE been clinging tenaciously to this abbreviated space, in 

the face of particularly overcrowded columns... to tell you 

that we plan to make the little panels of news entitled ‘Your 
War Work” an increasingly important part of our editorial 
plans. Editorially, Chatelaine believes that our main work 
is to give you a refreshing relaxation from the high tensions 
under which all of us are living. For every authority is im- 
pressing on us all, the fact that in order to meet the difficulties 
of life these days, we must have periods of complete relaxa- 
tion. So you'll find our fiction keyed more directly than ever 
to that ambition. You'll find more laughter in our pages too. 
Read Mary Lowrey Ross—and find your own particular guilt 
as you chuckle with her. (I'm one of those who lose things 

. and suffer through the whole picture, in company with 
those about me. But not any more!) 


* 


However important this phase of our editorial life .. . the 
need to give you practical news, help and ideas in your war 
work is of growing importance. So I hope you'll find these 
brief panels of pungent interest. What do you think yourself 
that women could do effectively in their war work? Do you 
know of any unusual and successful methods of raising 
money? Have you heard of any important ideas on how 
women can help their country? Let me know, so that I can 
pop them into one of these panels—and spread the idea to 
two hundred and fifty thousand other homes. 


* 
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FOR COOL SUMMER MEALS a 


@ For refreshing salads, tasty snacks, or a deli 
cious summer-time meal, there is nothing half as 
good as Canadian Canned Lobster. 


You can enjoy this delicious food ... and your 
purchases will help to solve the serious problem 
facing the Canadian lobster industry due to the 
loss of overseas markets. Each purchase you 
make will aid Canada... it is a real opportunity 
for you to do something more to overcome the 
difficulties created by the war. 

New, lower prices have been arranged, so that 
every family can afford lobster. Plan now to serve 
lobster to your family at least once a week. Make 
a point of buying one or more cans of Canadian 
Canned Lobster on every shopping trip. By doing 
so, you will be helping in this wartime emergency. 


If every woman will buy at least one can of 
Canadian Lobster now, a great step will have 
been taken to aid this basic Canadian industry. 


DEPARTMENT OF FISHERIES, OTTAWA 
Hon. J. E. Michaud, Minister 


LOBSTER IN ASPIC 


2 cups lobster (cooked or canned), 2 cups boiling water, 
14 cup cold water, 4 tablespoons sugar, 4 cup blanched 
almonds, 1 cup lobster liquid (add. water if necessary to 
make up this amount), 214 tablespoons gelatin, 4 table- 
spoons lemon juice, 114 teaspoons salt. Soak gelatin in 
cold water for five minutes, add sugar, salt, lemon juice 
and boiling water. Cool, add lobster liquid, diced lobster 
and chopped almonds. Add coloring if desired. Place in 
mould previously rinsed in cold water. 


LOBSTER COCKTAIL 


One large can lobster, '4 cup chili sauce, 3 tablespoons 
mayonnaise, 4 cup thinly 
sliced celery, lettuce hearts. 
Shred lobster, beat chili sauce 
and mayonnaise until thor- 
oughly combined. Add celery 
and shredded fish. Chill thor- 
oughly and serve on crisp let- 
tuce hearts in cocktail glasses. 
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CONSIDER 
THE MANY MENU 
POSSIBILITIES 
OF CANADIAN 

CANNED 

LOBSTER 


Your purchases will aid Canada's lobster 
fishermen to meet the emergency they face 
due to the loss of overseas markets. 


put CIN NEO LOESTE?Z?2.ON YOUR SHOPPING LIST 





